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Thought of the month: 
"Why can't you get better 
than a Kwik Fit Fitter, and 
why do Do It All do it, for 
God's sake?" 

lan, Hackney 


Just got back from the Club 
Writers’ Convention — well, 
a pub lunch with the grubby 
little dossers who write all 


the bits you probably can’t 
be arsed reading. Bits like 
Readers’ Lives by Adam 
Porter. Adam’s a nice guy 


really (though he does wear 
the worst pair of fake Armani 
jeans I’ve ever seen), but 
fuck! does he look ill, proba- 
bly on account of smoking 
more spliff than Cheech and 
Chong and Keith Richards 
put together. I tell you, it’s a 
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toss-up who’s going to kick 
the bucket sooner, Adam or 
Roy Castle. 

Then there’s Jake Black, 
our very own Hunter S 
Thompson for the 90s, who’s 
written the bit about nicking 
crime novels this month. The 


thing about Jake is that he’s 
from Glasgow, or 
Glasgeeeee, as he puts it. 
What Jake doesn’t know 
about life’s lurid underbelly 
isn’t worth knowing. But the 
thing is, you’d probably 
rather not know, really. He’s 
a shop-lifting, hard drinking, 
chain-smoking wild man 
with a heart of gold. 
Unfortunately, no one can 
understand a fucking word 
he says. In fact he’s the only 


person I know who gets 
more comprehensible the 
more he drinks. 

Lastly, but not leastly, 
there’s Bill who writes all 
the bits you laugh at. Bill 
sees life through the bottom 
of a pint glass, which is 
probably the best way really. 
Time spent out of the pub is 
time wasted-for Bill. For this 
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reason he never goes on hol- 
iday or even to work, just to 
the bar, then the toilet, then 
the bar again. 

And so it was with this lot 
that I spent my sacred lunch 
hour(s). I thought I’d get the 
ball rolling by asking any- 
one if they had any new 
ideas for articles. 

“What about something on 
smoking spliff?” proffered 
Adam. 

“..Or an article about a 


Bill sees life through the 
bottom of a pint glass... 


night out with a bunch of 
devil worshippers?” threw in 
Jake, vomitting on the bar 
and then drawing on his 
sixty-fifth cigartette of the 
day. 

I really didn’t think so. 
But there was still Bill to 
save US... 

“T thought a lager-tasting 
column would be good. I’ve 
started researching it 
already... Hic!” 

“Fuck!” I said. “Why can’t 
we get real writers like 
Martin Amis, Clive James or 
Giles Brandreth to write for 
tis 

“°’Because they’re shit and 
they don’t buy you all your 
drinks,” chorused the Club 
writers smugly. 

Fair comment, I thought. 
So expect our next issue to 
be packed with bits on dope- 
smoking satanists on the 
piss. In the meantime enjoy 
the naughtiest collection of 
cuties you’ve ever seen over 
the next 100 scorching 
pages! — The Ed.& 
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BIRTHDAY TREAT 


I don’t know how many 
other Club readers share my 
liking for beautiful women 
with piercings, but after see- 
ing the pictures of Jacqui in 
the latest issue of Club (Vol | 
23 No 8), I reckon there’ ll be 
a few more. She is simply 
gorgeous; 


her blonde hair, 

pert tits and smoothly shaven 
pussy sent me into over- 
drive, but what made her 
even more special was the 
ring through her belly-but- 
ton. It also rekindled great 
memories for me and my 
girlfriend, Katrina. 

We’ ve been seeing each 
other for a couple of years 
now and I celebrated my 
25th birthday last month. 
Katrina had promised me 
that she’d give me some- 
thing special to remember 
the occasion by — she cer- 
tainly did that! 

When I came in from work 
dhat night, Katrina led me by 
the hand up to the bedroom. 
“Sit down on the bed,” she 
ordered excitedly, “and pay 

attention!” 

I did as I was told, and 
Katrina started to do the 
most slow and sensual 
striptease I’ve ever seen. 
Peeling off her dress to 
reveal a sexy set of stockings 
and suspenders, Katrina 
started to rub her hands all 
over her body paying special 
attention to her tits; caress- 
ing her nipples to hard 
points. 
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I could feel my cock hard- 
ening inside my trousers as 
Katrina’s hands started to 
unclip her bra. ““You’re not 
going to believe your eyes,” 
she told me, then peeled off 
her bra to reveal that she had 
pierced her nipples. I almost 
came on the spot! 

“Do you like them?” she 
asked nervously. My 


reply 
was to start frantically lick- 
ing and sucking on her dark 
nipples, before we fucked 

into the early hours! I think 
that answered her question! 


We've got the 
dirtiest readers 
there are! Send in 
your lewd letters 
to: In The Bag, 
Club International, 
2 Archer Street, 
London W1V 7HF 


There’s something incredi- 
bly erotic about piercings 
and it was joy to see Jacqui 
in Club with her pierced 
belly-button — I hope we’ ll 
be seeing plenty more of her 
in the near future!— Alex, 
Brighton 


GETTING IT ON! 


My name is Sasha, I’m 22 
years old and I’ve been 
seeing my boyfriend, 
Ian, for a couple of 
years. We both read 

your magazine and the 

naughty stories 
in Club inspired 
us to spice our 
sex life up a bit. I 
must admit, I’ve 
always fancied the 
idea of sleeping 
with other guys, 
but I never thought 
that Ian would be 
the one to actually 
suggest it! After 
reading a particularly 
horny letter on the 
subject, Ian gave 
me his full blessing 
to pick up another 


“Wyrere is Chris 
Quentin now?” 
asks Paul from 
London. Sadly, the 
ex-Coronation Street 
star hasn't been 
spotted on our tele- 
vision screens for 
quite a while, but 
Paul still has his 
treasured Brian 
Tilsley sugar spoon 
to remember the 
oily garage 
mechanic by. 


man — as long as I relayed all 
the dirty details back to him. 
I pretended to be a little 
shocked, but inside I was 
feeling very turned on at the 
thought of having another 
man’s cock sliding slowly in 
and out of my pussy! 

I work for a large company 
maintaining and updating 
computer systems and I 
spend a lot of time working 
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He's had me sucking his cock for years! Now you're 
telling me | can't get pregnant with oral sex?! 


> YERGTN MARY SEGHTINGS 


2  WARTEY WEAHAPS 


MY FAVOURITE THING 


“It's my 
favourite thing,” 
he told us shame- 
lessly. “Along with 
my Elsie Tanner 
tablecloth...” 

Sadly, our inves- 
tigative team could 
not discover the 
whereabouts of Mr 
Tilsley, but your 

| spoon gets star 
| billing in our ace col- 
/ | umn, Paul. You're a 

' hero, mate! & | 


in swanky offices. I socialise 
with the clients because of 
my job, and as I’ve got a 
sexy, curvaceous body, 
there’s never any shortage of 
young executive types who 
want to fuck me. I make it 
known that I’m attached, but 
that just seems to be an 
added incentive for them to 
try and ‘conquer’ me. 

I decided to make last 
Friday my day of 
action when I 
was called in to 
an office in the 
City to sort out a 
problem with one 
of their 
machines. 
There’s a young 
man there called 
Jonathon who 
always flirts 
madly with me 
and this time I 
called his bluff. 
All through the 
afternoon he was 


THERE'S NO TRUTH TO 
THE RUMOURS... 
That Radio 1FM's Nicky 
Campbell was known as 
‘catfood Campbell’ during 
his University days due to 
the fact he was duped into 
eating Whiskers cat food at 
a party... That Liz Hurley 
has insured her greatest 
assets — her boobs — for a 
cool £5million... That Naomi 
Campbell is to quit the cat- 
walk for the pop charts. 
That following on from The 
Flintstones and Beverley 
Hillbillies, the next 
Hollywood remake is of 
Dixon Of Dock Green with 
Hugh Grant in the lead 
role... That Danny Baker has 
admitted he’s crap on tv 
(And so say all of us! — The 
Fd)... That Angus Deayton 
won't turn up at your din- 
ner party and give a speech 
for less than £10,000. & 


_ 
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hanging around watching 
me and, as usual, he asked if 
I fancied going out for a. 
drink that evening. His jaw 
almost hit the floor when I 
accepted. “ I hope you’re 
not the sort who only talks a 
good fuck,” I whispered. 

We went for a few drinks 
in a wine bar, then headed 
onto a club. As we danced I 
let my short skirt ride right 
up my thighs so that 
Jonathon could rest his hand 
on my naked bum. | don’t 
think he expected me to be 
so brazen and he fumbled 


continued on page 44 


A pert bum in tight 
Shorts Is all most 
motorists ever see of 
Marie as she cycles 
down the Pershore 
Road in Birmingham 
every morning. But 
even that is enough 
to have drivers bang 
ing their horns in 
appreciation. 

“Men offer to do 

the most wonderful 
things with me in the 
back of their BMWs 
at every set of traffic 
lights,” says the 20- 
year-old student. 
“And with the adrena- 
line pumping through 


uhm 


my body, I’m so worked up 


I'm quite tempted — | 
especially when one fella 
Said he’d soothe my 
Saddle soreness with his 
tongue! That had me 
squirming with excitement 
all the way to work!" 


BLIN 


VISION 


With a beer in his hand, a curry by his 
side and the remote at the ready, 
Dean Isherwood reviews the latest vids 


Blink 
Guild Home Video 
Certificate: 18 

Apparently this film was 
‘America’s No 1 Suspense 
Thriller’, which, translated, 
means that it’s crap and has 
gone straight onto video 
here in the UK without a 
cinematic release. It was sur- 
prising then to 
find that Blink is 
pretty good. 


America’s No, 2 SUSPENSE THRILLER 


AIDAMN 


LEINE 
Stowe Sen haa 


DIRECTED py Jess 


drowns herself in a bath of 
blood in order to rejoin her 
lover in the realm of death. 
Of course, it’s badly 
dubbed and features loads of 
blokes with bad moustaches 
and Kevin Keegan perms 
and is seen as high art rather 
than low-budget soft porn. 
Highly amusing. 
Rating: “VV S 


The Assassin 
Warner Bros 
Video 
Certificate: 18 
Bridget Fonda 
stars in The 
Assassin as 


FRANCO, 


LIMA ROMAY ; aLicg aie 


4aCK Taylor 


Madeline 
Stowe 
stars as 
Emma, a blind woman who 
regains her sight and wit- 
nesses the murder of her 
neighbour. There is just one 
problem, the surgery has left 
her with retroactive vision 
which means her mind only 
registers images a day later. 
So did she really see the face 
of the killer? 

The story may be just a lit- 
tle far-fetched, but it’s the 
quality of the script and the 
good acting that carries the 
film and makes it real edge- 
of-the-seat stuff. An eye 
opener. 

Rating: /VVV7 


Female Vampire 
Redemption Video 
Certificate: 18: 
A brief mention for this film 
on the grounds that it comes 
from a new video label — 
Redemption — who are 
releasing 1970s vampire 
movies that seem to be of 
high-kitsch value these days. 
This film tells the story of 
Countess Irina Romay who 
literally fellates — i.e. sucks 
off — her male lovers to 
death. She soon falls in love 
with one of her victims and 
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SESS FRANCK 


Maggie, a 

drug-addicted violent misfit 
who is condemned to death 
for a murder. However, 
whilst sitting on Death Row 
she’s recruited by a secret 
government agency to work 
as an assassin. 

Supposedly a remake of 
the French film, Nikita, The 
Assassin is nothing more 
than a cheap copy and adds 
absolutely nothing to the 
original. Ferchrissakes, the 
Director even uses exactly 
the same camera angles as 
the original and I suspect the 
film was designed primarily 
as a star vehicle for Fonda. 

An English-spoken sound- 
track has been added instead 
of subtitles, along with a 
Hollywood ending that sees 
our heroine walking into the 
sunset — allowing for The 
Assassin 2, no doubt. On the 
strength of this first one, that 
would be a big fucking mis- 
take. Uninspired, unoriginal 
and, frankly, unbelievable. 
Rating: Y 


VIDEO OF THE MONTH 
Blindfold: Acts Of Obsession 
Polygram Video 
Certificate: 18 

I've got to admit that I've 
always had a soft spot for 
Shannon Docherty (Brenda 
Walsh in Beverley Hills 
90210). I've watched with 
glee her descent from a 
squeaky clean teen, each 
move she makes enraging 
the moral guardians who 


’ ensured she was sacked from 


the American soap. Well, 
fuck them, I say, if Blindfold 
is anything to go by! 

In the film Shannon plays 
Madeline, married to Mike 
but trapped in a stale mar- 
riage. At his suggestion, she 
agrees to visit a therapist 
who advises Madeline to act 


WOW FAR WIL SHE SO? 


Acts of Obsession 


out her sexual fantasies with 
her husband. In fact, 
Madeline will do anything to 
please Mike. Lucky Mike. 
Soon enough, the couple's 
seductive games begin to 
take over their lives. 
Blindfolds, handcuffs, kinky 
sex — everything bar the 
kitchen sink is thrown in at 
this point. Then, by a strange 
coincidence, a series of seri- 
al killings occur in which 
women are handcuffed, 
blindfolded and then killed. 
Even more bizarre, 
Madeline's sister — who just 
happens to be a detective — 
is assigned to the case. Of 
course, it doesn't take a 
genius to work out the film's 
conclusion, but I won't spoil 
the surprise ending for you. 
A good thriller, and worth 
the money just see Shannon 
Docherty's knockers and a 
lot more besides... 
Rating: V/V/V V7 


RATINGS 

unmissable, a classic 

JVM SSAA 

definitely worth watching 
JMS ASS 


fairly good \ / / Y 
average /// 

yawn, fast forward / / 
appalling / 


it matches the frock!). 

Together with her fel- 
low nuns, she takes on 
anyone who gives her 
grief in her New York 
soup kitchen. Just the 
sight of the sisters in 
their fighting stance has 
muggers and murder- 
ers on their knees pray- 
ing for mercy. All 
together now - Sisters 
are — it for them- 
selves! 


BREAD 


AND 
BAWD 


Use your loaf takes 
on a whole new 
meaning at La Olla 
Caliente restaurant in 
Madrid. Its upper- 
crust cus- 


 » because 


\ bizarre 
\ bread 
rolls 
/ and 
j other 
/ aston- 
7 ishingly 
J hilarious 


J shaped side- 


” Aorders. 
SF If for you the 
eight of humour is 

going into the bakers 
and asking the lady 
assistant if she has any 
bloomers, or giggling 
about Dorset Knobs 
(they're a type of roll), 
then this is the eatery 
for you. Here they 
serve bread pricks 
instead bread sticks 

P and buns shaped like, 
well, buns. Sometimes 
the patron even insists 
you perform hilarious 
oral sex-related acts 
with his phallic food. 
Amusing, eh? With 
cheap sexist gags like 
that, ask for a baguette 
and they'll probably 
bring you a small, ugly 
woman. & 


Poor Nat can never go to 
a barbers until he is cured of 
his intelligence. So far the 
only known cure is a total 
t lobotomy. Failing that 20 
pints of lager and night of 
TV game shows might do 
the job. Meanwhile, Nat can 
only wait (and buy a bloody 
good comb — The Ed)... ® 


“ing to you Southern 
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A NOVEL CRIME 


Crime novels aren't just a good read - they're easy to 
pinch as well, says Jake Black. We follow Glasgow's 
answer to Ruth Rendell on a ‘shopping’ Trip... 


hat do you do when you 
can’t get laid? Start a fight, 
perhaps? Smash a window? 


Drink more beer than that big Canadian 
snooker player, Bill Webernuick? - 
Smoke yourself into 
Bob Hope heaven? No, 
not me, mate. I go 
shoplifting. And I find 
nothing more pleasur- 
ably criminal than 
scuttling (that's nick- 


soft lads) crime 
novels — there’s an 
almost perverse 
pleasure in pock- 
eting the latest 
Eugene |zzi or 
Philip Marlowe. 
And it didn’t 
take me long to 
graduate to the 
best tomes 

from Ellroy. 

In fact, I’m getting quit 
now. 

So good, in fact, that I reckon I could 
scuttle paperbacks whilst wearing box- 
ing gloves. Baggy jeans or tracksuits 
are better, it just depends on whether 
I’ve been to the laundry or not. If you 
plan on taking up the art, here’s a handy 
tip: never go into a bookshop looking 
dirty. In their eyes, 
dirty means illiter- 
ate. You could look 
absolutely fucking 
filthy, know litera- 
ture from Amis 
through to 
Montaigne, but the staff will spot you 
straight away, get security on your case 
and you’re out the door. 

Here’s my plan: I walk into a book- 
shop, breeze confidently up 
to the counter and say, “Do 
you have a copy of Simpson’s 
biography of James Moog?” It 
doesn’t matter that the book 
doesn’t actually exist, just as 
long as it sounds like it might. 
People who work in bookshops 
are smart-arsed fuckers who hate 
looking stupid, so they’ II look it 
up on the shop’s computer. “I’m 
sorry, sir,” they whimper. “We 
don’t seem to have that one on our 
files. Are you sure it’s still in 
print?” To which I reply, “I’m not 
sure. Never mind, I’ Il just have a 
browse around anyway.” | 

I’m always obvious about my 
intentions, whether it be to search out 
that elusive little nugget on the 
obscure writer I’ ve worshipped for 
years, or whether I’m just after the lat- 
est Catherine Cookson for Auntie 
Maud’s birthday. Then I start manoeu- 


My female friends think 
that I'm incredibly well- 
read and intelligent 


jacket — one with big interior 


vring myself around the shop, clocking 
the books I want and then moving to 
the quietest section in the shop (usually 
Natural History or Social Economics). I 
usually lift no more than four books at a 


_ time; two down the front (Orthodox 


Scuttle) and two down the back 
(Back Scuttle). 
I’m talking 


ite 


racy or Andy Warhol. 
That's the good thing about 
crime novels: they only run 
to 250-300 pages. All good 
novels do. However, if it’s 
anthologies I’m after then I 
make sure I’m wearing a denim 


pockets (the Inside Juke 
Scuttle). 


Rrra tbriths else 
mber about shoplifting 
novels is that it’s important where you 
do your blagging. Now I don’t want to 
sound sanctimonious but, whenever 
possible, I nick books from a big-name 


shop. I don’t steal from small indepen- 
dent brokers who have a hard enough 
time keeping their heads (and horn- 
rimmed spectacles) above water. 

Another good scam is to go into a 
small independent shop, find the book 
I’ ve always been looking for and note 
the publisher’s details. Then I call the 
big shop, order the book and when they 
phone to say it’s arrived, tell them I’ ve 
managed to pick up a secondhand copy. 
They usually put the book I ordered out : 
on the racks and then I simply walk in 
and steal it. Hey presto! 

Being terminally skint, I’ve found 
that stealing books is also a good way 
of getting spare cash. I just befriend a 
few students who are studying those 
really severe subjects like Mechanical 
Science or Particle Physics. The text 

books for these courses 

cost a fucking for- 
_ tune, so I follow the 
procedure as above 
hen sell them to 
the students for 
_half the price. I 
“made £600 last 


» then pulling the book out 
of my trousers a few hun- 
dred yards 


Of course, there’ 
also the added benefit that my female 
friends think I’m incredibly well-read 
and intelligent when they see ream 
upon ream of books at my place. Let’s 


__ face it, these days bookworms are sexy! 


So, shoplifters of the world unite — 
and start buying your trousers one size 
too big! 


Club would just like to say that in no 
way would we ever advocate criminal 
activity of any sort, including befriend- 
ing students or wearing baggy 
trousers. — The Editor & 
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i guys! Thank you so much for 

all your letters asking for me to 
fulfil your filthy fantasies. What a 
naughty lot you are (especially you, 
Brian of Tonbridge — with a cucum- 
ber indeed!) 


This month I've slipped back into 
the short skirt and tight top | used to 
wear when | was a cheerleader! 
That’s right, | shook my pom-poms 
to egg on my local football team in 
Brighton. But jumping up and down 
and flashing my panties might have 
Stiffened up the defence — but it put 
the forwards off completely! They 
hardly ever scored — except with us 
girls! Mind you, we were silly girls 
then... every time we got to ‘Give us 
an Fl’, we’d all collapse into hysteri- 
cal giggles. 

| hope my performance raises your 


Spirits, and a good deal more! You're 
lucky you can’t hear me chanting, my 
voice Is awful. My last boyfriend said 
| had a mouth like a foghorn — it cer- 

tainly blew a lot last winter! 

I've got a lot of old uniforms from 
my past. Any others you'd like me to 
wear? | do enjoy dressing up and it . 
turns me on as much as it does you, 
SO please keep writing. I’m ready 
and waiting... 


Photographs by Maria Clarke 


Dear Tina, 

Congratulations on a stunning 
debut! I was completely taken 
aback when I saw your gorgeous 
pictures in the latest issue of Club 
(Vol 23 No 8). My wife and I have 
been avid fans of Lucy since she 
first appeared in Club and we 
thought she could never possibly be 
replaced. Needless to say we were 
wrong, you are without doubt the 
most gorgeous girl to have ever 
appeared in the magazine. 

We both think your trim figure 
would look sensational in a tight 
black corset, your blonde hair tied 
up and your lips painted bright red. 

Our fantasy would be to invite 
you over to our place for a meal. 
Naturally, oysters would be on the 
menu and soon enough they'd have 
the desired effect! We watch as you 
suddenly rise from your seat and 
then slowly peel off your dress, 
revealing your wonderfully pert 
breasts and a tiny g-string. 

Cathy can't resist a moment 
longer and she starts to plant kisses 
all over your body, before pushing 
you back onto the table and spread- 


ing your legs wide. My wife has 
never had a lesbian experience 
before, but she seems to know 
exactly what to do! Easing aside 
your g-string, her wet tongue gently 
probes your slit bringing instant 
results; you arch your back as an 
orgasm pulses through your entire 
body. I'm rooted to the spot, unable 
to believe what I'm actually seeing! 
Of course, my chance to partici- 
pate in the action comes soon 
enough — when the three of us head 
upstairs to the bedroom! What hap- 
pens there, Tina? I'm sure you can 
use your imagination! — Kieran and 
Cathy, Leicester 
Wow, that's the sort of letter I like 
to get! I've never had the pleasure 
of a lesbian encounter or a three- 
some before, but after reading your 
naughty fantasy I'm very tempted! 
Who knows? I make even take you 
up on your Offer... Watch this 
space, folks! 


Dear Tina, , 
As I sit here looking at your fantas- 
tic pictures, I can hardly: believe my 
own eyes. That tumbling, blonde 
hair, those deliciously tempting 
breasts and a pussy that defies 
description — what an incredible 


combination! You look absolutely 
sensational, Tina. 

I've been a regular reader of Club 
for over five years, the magazine 
that I had originally thought had 
shown me the sexiest girls I could 
ever imagine — how wrong I was! 

I've often had a fantasy about 
making love to a beautiful woman 
in opulent surroundings — and I 
think you're the girl for me, Tina. I 
can just imagine meeting you on a 
deserted tropical beach. The sun is 
hot, the water is lapping around my 
feet and — best of all — I have you 
by my side... 

We make love on the sand with 
the water lapping against our naked 
bodies, reaching a climax within 
minutes. The hotel beckons, and we 
continue our lovemaking on a huge 
four-poster bed with the light 
streaming into the bedroom. 
Sounds nice, huh? How about it, 
Tina?! — Carl, Windsor 
Your letter had my fingers straying 
down to pussy almost immediately, 
Carl! You've certainly got a vigor- 
ous, err, imagination — and a lot 
more besides, I hope! Keep those 
letters coming, lads, you're bring- 
ing more than just a smile to my 
face! — Tina & 
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Wanna bed Mike Reid? Eat pizza with 
Mickey Rourke? Or get Shampooed in 
bed? James T Bone shows you how 


nybody remember 

The Icicle Works? 

The band from 
Liverpool scored a Top 20 
hit with Love Is A Wonderful 
Colour back in 1983, but 
disbanded after a less than 
illustrious career. The group 
may be no more, but their 
frontman recently teamed up 
with Neil Young’s backing 
band Crazy Horse and 
released the album Head 
Like A Rock a few months 
ago to critical acclaim and a 
Mercury Award nomination. 

Now he’s finally finding 

the success that eluded him 
with his band, but why 
exactly did The Icicle Works 
split up in the first place? 
Much championed by ex- 
Radio 1 disc jockey Mike 
Reid, it was later revealed by 
his ex-girlfriend — who sold 
her story of their life togeth- 
er to the tabloids — that our 
Mike could only get frisky 
between the sheets by listen- 
ing to The Icicle Works! 
“T think that’s what really 
finished us off,” says Ian 
McNabb. “I mean, who 


_ @ Bill Wyman is doing big 


wants to be known as the 
band that Mike Reid shags 
too?!” Blimey, let’s just 
hope that Simon Mayo likes 
getting down to the Crash 
Test Dummies then... 


@ Prince has recently settled 
a $3million lawsuit brought 
by his former manager after 
he claimed the Purple One 
wrote a song called Jughead 
(from the Diamonds and 


is glamorous and cool in 
music, but that may change 
with the arrival of Shampoo. 
But the two south 
Londoners who make up the 
band, Carrie (19) and Jacqui 
(17) aren't taking themselves Pearls LP) about him. 
too seriously. “We're a pop Claiming a misunderstand- 
band,” they say. “We don't ing 
really care about getting 
taken seriously. The fashion 
and glamour are just as 
important as the music.” 
Their debut single, Trouble, 
is out now and they have an 
album to follow in 
September. Do yourself a 
favour and check ’em out... 


gorgeous, you big hairy hunk 
of talent! 


® Rock musicians are noto- 

. riously fickle with their 
backstage requirements at 
concerts; Aerosmith once 
insisted on 


business with his Sticky 
Fingers, Gary Glitter’s 
Leader Of The Snack sadly 
closed within months and 
now US rappers House Of 
Pain have joined the elite 
legion of culinary musicians. 
Their frontman Everlast 
has joined forces with 
Mickey Rourke and has 
opened a restaurant in Los 
Angeles called — wait for it — 
House Of Pizza. Rumours 
that Mickey’s film career is 
so far down shit creek he can 
be found in the kitchens 
adding the extra toppings to 
pizzas and scrubbing dish- ” ; 
es are believed to be 
completely untrue. j 


@ Plumstead may 
not exactly be 
renowned as the 
centre of all that 


over the lyrics, Prince settled 
on the steps of the court for 
an undisclosed sum. Great, 
does that mean that Michael 
Bolton can noW sue 
Radiohead for writing Creep 
about him? Only joking, 
Michael, you’re bleedin’ 


plates of jelly beans (minus 
the black ones), and Dom 
Perignon champagne and 
finely cut Bolivian cocaine 
are seemingly a staple part of 
any self-respecting rocker’ s- 
diet. Not for Pink Floyd 
though. 


Nope, forget the naked go- 
go dancers or plates of fresh 
oysters, the ageing rockers 
have installed a mobile fuck- 
ing tuck shop selling a deli- 
cious range of goodies, 
including Marmite, English 
cheddar cheese and corn- 
flakes. Phew, rock and roll! 


@ If our nation’s rock stars 
are turning into clean-living, 
god-fearin’ members of soci- 


HOUSE OF PAIN: Pizza the 


ety, we can depend on their 
roadies to liven things up 
surely. Not if you work for 
ex-Beatle Paul McCartney. 
The strict dietary require- 
ments of veggies Paul and 
Linda have even stretched to 
their roadies. No sucking 
down steaming cheeseburg- 
ers for these guys. In fact, 
the roadies were warned that 
they would be sacked if they 
were found eating meat 
whilst on tour with Macca. 


Oh dear. 


@ Julian Cope’s new 
album, Autogeddon, ranks as 
one of his finest and has the 
central theme of how auto- 
mated transport is, like, ruin- 
ing the environment, man, 
and destroying Mother 
Nature. Funny then that His 
Copeness can be spotted 
burning through Avebury in 
Wiltshire where he lives in a 
gas-guzzling, four-wheel 
drive Subaru. Ho-hum. 


@ Finally, Scotland’s coolest 
ever record label, Postcard 
Records, are issuing a glut 
of new material from the 
likes of Edwyn Collins, The 
Nectarine No9 and Paul 
Quinn. Send off for a cata- 
logue to Postcard Records, 
PO Box 546, Glasgow G12 
8NY. See you next month. & 
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“T've always fancied being chauffeured around by a 


v 


in the last 


s with the car, 


1 Yes 


sumptuously upholstered and 


Lovely bodywork, 
guaranteed to make other men green with envy — 


the car ain't too bad either 
is back after her first appearance 


Club (Vol 23 No 9), but what 
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handsome hunk 
in a fancy car,” 
explains the 19- 
year-old excit- 
edly. “We'd take 
a drive out into 
the country, 
then I'd get him 
to pull over ‘cos 
I'm overheating! 
I'd slowly strip 
off and then 
insist on 

being fucked 
vigorously on 
the bonnet. 
Anyone out 
there reckon 
they're up to 
the job then?” 
Well, let's just 
say we know a 
man who can, 
Melanie, believe 
us! & 


Leen 


The land of the free and the home of the depraved 
now brings you Fuct clothes. Fashion Quru, Stan-Bill 
Gaultier checks out the coolest clobber from the USA 


f you've seen anybody 

out at a club recently 

with the word ‘Fuct’ glori- 
| ously emblazoned in large 
letters across their chest, 
chances are that it isn't 
actually a description of 
their current alcohol- 
induced state, but a gar- 
ment from the 
United 


She's Fuct in 
this trendy 
T-shirt! 


Paar 


States. 
The two men behind the 


Fuct clothing label are Erik. 


and Slick, who first met in 
Las Vegas a few years 
ago. “I told Eric how much 
| liked his cowboy hat,” 
says Slick. 

“Then | told Slick how 
much | liked his mowhawk 
haircut,” adds Eric. 

The two gambled the 
night away and at around 

4am they went to a 
shooting range, rent- 

ed automatic pistols 
and stole them. It 
was a marriage 
made in heaven 
and Fuct was 
orn. 


Fuct from 
behind! 


“We decided to call it Fuct 
because of the financial 
situation that Las Vegas 
put us in,” Slick told 
Club. “But that soon 
changed thanks to 
our two stolen pis- 
tols! 

“Remember 
this,” he adds. 
“Lies go a long 
way in this town 
and life's too 
short to tell the 
truth!” 

Way to go, fel- 
las. Way to go... 


Fuct Clothes are 
available from 
Slam City Skates, 
16 Neals Yard, 
Covent Garden, 
London WC2 
9PD. Or, phone 
071 240 0928. & 


Feelin’ a bit 
lipny? 


Get Fuct ina 
hot long- 
sleeved top! 


Head Fuct! | 


scare 
your 


granny in : 


Reliving those heady days of dope and 
glory, Gavin Porter tells us of his time as 
a Chelsea supporter in the early 80s 


ravelling all the way 

to Manchester from 

London in a poxy 
fucking Pipkins Morris van 
with a top speed of 50mph 
would not be my ideal mode 
of transport these days. 
When it was the only way of 
getting about though, well, it 
was monster. 

My pal T and I set off on a 
Friday morning one May. 
There was a live televised 
football match, Manchester 
City versus Chelsea, on that 
night at Maine Road. 
Televised it may have been 
but we, as ardent Chelsea 


_ supporters, had to go. 


We had some beer, some 


’ dope, some Charlie, our 


youth and the spirit of an 
already successful Chelsea 
promotion season on our 
side. 
God knows what 
happened on the 
journey. To 
start with I 


was \ 
drinking (e 
and T was 


nose fluting. 

It was T’s van, 
but he never drinks 
and drives. Wise 
man. 

The first service 
station we reached 
was... somewhere. /[ 
I’ve been there plenty “ 
of times before and 
since, but I couldn’t 
tell you where it is. I hate 
service stations, they attract 
shit people with those stinky 
air-fresheners and crap-arsed 
driving gloves from Argos; 
their putrid sons and daugh- 
ters overeating and overheat- 
ing in the foyer like fat 
lumps of melting lard. To 
two lads from London these 
people were laughable yokel 
nothings. So we went on the 
rob... 

T got something really 
useful like‘some Duracell 
batteries and a pair of sun- 
glasses. Yawn. I, in my eter- 
nal wisdom, got four pairs of 
boxer shorts with teddies on 
them, a copy of a Philip K 
Dick novel, one copy of all 
the newspapers and, best of 
all, a family-sized pack of 
Minstrels, the chocolate 
sweeties. Yum yum. 
Minstrels, lager and a nose- 
up. Try it. For forty miles or 


so it was super. Then I felt a 
bit sickly. 

We slid off the motorway 
near City’s ground in Moss 
Side. It was like a fucking 
battle-zone; whole blocks of 
flats were missing and rub- 
ble was everywhere. We 
drove down this little cob- 
bled street, cobbled! It was a 
dead-end. I was pissed. We 
screeched the car round and 
suddenly, right in front of 
me, was a woman cooking a 
meal in the street on an open 
fire made of bits of old 
wood. Seriously. I 
leant out of the 
window, I was 
bemused. 


“What the fuck is going 
on?” I shouted in my best 
Cockernee. I also comment- 
ed loudly on how Chelsea 
would demolish the place 
even further. The woman 
looked at me like I was a 
stupid Southern boy who 
was lucky nobody pissed off 
enough to kill me had heard 
what I had said. She was 
right, of course. 

We pulled over a couple of 
blocks away, near the 
ground. T said I shouldn’t 
really have more dope as I 
would be sick. “Don’t be 
stupid,” I told him. 
Succulent sweet Mary 
Warner broke my lips. 
Mmmm. Yum yum. Ooooh 
dear. This time I felt my 
stomach contents fighting 
gravity and knew I had to 
move fast. 


Simultaneously, I needed 
to piss. I was feeling a major 
quease-up coming on. 
“Don’t piss all over the 
van,” shouted T, looking 
worried. He needed to be. I 
pissed all over the side of the 
van because I badly needed 
something to lean on, but it 
was no good. The ganja hit 
on top and all that beer spun 
me like a spinning top. I fell 
backwards across the pave- 
ment still pissing. I remem- 
ber an old man stepping over 
me as I pissed all over my 
white jeans. “Sorry,” I said 
attempting to focus. “It’s 
okay, son,” he said kindly. 

T dragged me back to the 
van. It was an hour to kick 
off and trouble was starting 
up already. Chelsea’s fans 
were a mob rampant and 


proceeded to chase 
\any Mancunian in 
sight. I made a 
) miracle recov- 


back of 
the van, I 
changed into 
my spare pair 
| of trousers. I 
| don’t want you 
) to think I make 
a habit of piss- 
ing myself in pub- 
lic — it’s just that I 
» had an overnight bag 
” with me, T and I were 
supposed to be stay- 
ing with friends in 
Sheffield that week- 
end. Honest. 

At one point in the pre- 
match melée, myself and T 
found ourselves facing 
Chelsea’s prime thug ele- 
ment as they manoeuvred 
round the ground. We knew 
one of the participants well, 
he fucking terrified us. 

So did the idea of fighting; 
artful dodging yes, rucking 
no thanks — I’d rather be a 
wimp and hide. So we did, 
hoping he wouldn’t ask us to 
join in the fighting. “If we’re 
going to do it let’s do it 
fucking properly,” said the 
huge thugmeister as he 
walked past the hedge we'd 
hidden behind. That day it 
all went properly. It was like 
football should be and there 
hadn’t even been a game yet. 
It was chaos, it was mad- 
ness, it was freedom and I 
miss it like hell. & 
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Photographs by Jack Harrison 


Do you want to hear the good news or the bad news 
first? Well, the bad news is that Lucie has.a 
boyfriend. But the good news is that she’s about as 
faithful as Tanya off Coronation Street! 

“| hope my fella’s not reading this, but yes, | have 
been known to be a bit naughty when he’s been away 
for the weekend,” confessed 19-year-old Lucie from 
Nottingham. “I just can't seem to say no when it 
comes to bonking. Hell, I've even been to bed with 
another girl, but does that really count?” 

Well, yes! But do tell us more, we said, trying not to 
drool on her new bedsheets. 


“it was a girl called Helen who | met in the pub one Saturday night. She said 
she'd always wondered what it would be like having sex with another girl as 
she'd never tried it. And before you could say ‘damp panties’ she had me bend- 
ing over the toilet seat in the Ladies loo, licking my pussy like a thirsty cat. 
Mmmm, | loved every minute of it! 


“Thing is though, | found out later that she’s spun the same yarn to half my 
: female friends, the little tart!" 4% 
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Manager, TV pundit, writer and wig- 
maker. There's no end to the talents of 
Terry Venables reckons Maurice Short 


erry Venables must be 

the busiest man in 

football after Swindon 
Town’s goalkeeper. Not con- 
tent with managing England, 
arguing with Jimmy Hill and 
visiting the solicitors, he’s 
also found time to pen a 
book, Venables — The 
Autobiography. ‘Cor, what’s 
it about then, Maurice?’ you 
might ask. Sadly, I am 
unable to tell you as it 
flopped onto my desk at the 
precise moment when I 
was casting round for a 
suitable flat surface 
to use as the tee for 
a quick round of 
‘Arnold Palmer’s | 
Pro Shot Golf’ (for | 
those of you who | 
have never seen 
this 1960s toy I 
should explain that it 
involves a 12-inch 
high plastic model of 
Arnold Palmer with the 
handle of a regular golf club 
protruding from his arse. By 
use of a pulley switch in the 
handle the player controls 
Arnie’s swing to drive a 
miniature polystyrene golf 
ball up and down the sit- 


ARNOLD 
PALMER: Can 
you spot the 
handle? 


coach, excellent manager, 


forward thinking, perceptive. 


Strangely though, it makes 
no mention of his spooky 
ability to see into the future. 
A strange omission indeed, 
considering Venables com- 
mitted some of his most pre- 
scient observations to paper 
way back in 1971 in a futur- 
istic football novel called 
They Used To Play On 
Grass. 


The Dagenham boy’s eerily 
accurate predictions about 


the way football will look in> 


the 80s pepper the pages of 
ah Used To Play On 


-was in curlers. 


appeared on the box singing 


_ its praises. This was not the 


first time he had got excited 
about man-made coverings. 
As a young player in the 
1960s Venables patented 
the “Thingamy-Wig’. This 
super device was across § 
between a hat and a wig | 
that could be donned by ‘ 
housewives if they 

needed to go shop- 

ping while their hair, 


Strangely the 
‘Thingamy-Wig’ 
never took off — 
although the sight of 
Bulgarian keeper, Boris 
Mikhailov’s bri-nylon thatch 
might have sent El Tel scur- 
rying round to the patents 
office with a view to legal — 
action. 


@ Venables’ wig experi- 
ment wasn’t the only time ¥ 
sportsmen have got 


‘involved with new technolo- 


gy. Cricketers are particular- 
ly fond of it. New Zealand 

batsman Glen Turner mar- 
, keted a new bat covering 


_, that was said to increase 


_ hitting power. Sadly, the 
cricket authorities 
banned it, not as a result 
of any sinister radio- 
active properties, but sim- 
ply because it was blue. In 
those days the men who ran 
the game didn’t like any- 
thing brightly coloured get- 
ting on the pitch. How things 
have changed. Twenty years 
later they seem quite pre- 
pared to dress the players up 
as clowns and paint the field 
Day-Glo pink if they think it 


PELE: 
Making a 
killing in 
the World 
Cup... 


7 


involved in such 
things. In the 
70s Steve Perryman 
got behind a pair of 
boots with a swivel 
mounted set of sane 
that were gai 
supposed 4 
to pre- 


improved dribbling skills, 
but good training for stand- 
ing in a defensive wall. 


® Despite the fact that it 
promises to offer insights 
into the professional game 
and the lives of many top 
players, Venables — The 


Autobiography is unlikely to 


tell us anything we didn’t 
already know. Most football 
autobiographies are like that. 
The last one that offered 
any kind of entertain- 
ment was Clown 
Prince Of Soccer by 
the 1950s 
| Sunderland star, Len 
Shackleton. One 
chapter was particu- 
larly memorable, 
headed “What The 
Average Football 
Club Director 
Knows About 
Football’... it was 
a blank page. 
As well as 
» Venables’ 


On Grass, 
the 70s 


CRAIG JOHNSTON: 
Given the boot 


‘tates My own favourite 
» is this one: ‘Scottish 
football has improved by 


TERRY VENABLES: The 
Vidal Sassoon of the 


will attract sponsorship. 
Aussie fast bowler 
Dennis Lillee met 


footie world 


ting room car- 
pet. Sadly, my 
own Arnold 
Palmer has a 
screw missing. As 
a consequence 
every time he 
smashes the ball 
down the fairway 
his head. flies off 
and follows the 
ball). SolThaven’t | 
actually looked at | 
Venables — The 
Autobiography. I 
have, however, 
studied the publicity 
blurb which gives us 
all the usual guff 
about El Tel: gifted 
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& 


leaps and bounds since 
that inspira- 


al perfor- 
mance in the 
1978 World 
Cup’. Move 
over Mystic 
Meg, 
Telepathic Tel 
is on the way. 
The title of 
They Used To 


a reminder that 
Venables was 
once an advo- 


pitches. During 
his time at Loftus 
Road, QPR installed 
an astroturf surface 


tion- 


' Play On Grass is 


cate of artificial 


and Venables regularly 


similar hostility 
when he unveiled his 
aluminium bat during a 
Test Match with England. 
Constructed from metal the 
bat gave a clank whenever 
the ball struck it. Eventually 
England skipper Mike 
Brearley objected that the 
noise was distracting the 
slips and giving Derek 
Randal a headache, and 
Lillee had to exchange it for 
a more conventional model. 
Footballers too have had 
the odd brainwave. Craig 
‘Skippy’ Johnson was sight- 
ed on TV with his new all- 


rubber boot. Though anyone 


whose Mum forced them to 
play in wellies to avoid get- 
ting their shoes wet in the 
damp grass will wonder how 
effective these can be. The 
shy retiring Antipodean is 
not the first soccer star to get 


vent ankle injuries. They 
also tended to send the wear- 
er spinning round like Tonya 
Harding with a gyroscope up 
her arse. My own favourite 
piece of soccer technology, 
though, was Ossie Ardiles’ 
personal trainer. This device, 
which was supposed to help 
you practise on your own, 
involved a football attached 
to a belt by a length of elas- 
tic. The result was that 
whenever you kicked the 
ball it swiftly rebounded 
back and struck you in the 
balls. Not much use for 


spawned a number of foot- 
ball paperbacks written by 
players. Many are of a saucy 
nature including The Ball 
Game which begins: “Miss 
America said she preferred 
to be on top of me. I wasn’t 
arguing... I was content to lie 
back and let her do the 
work”. I won’t embarrass the 
author by mentioning his 
name, but the book concerns 
the antics of a Cockney 
striker named Jackie Groves 
and proves beyond doubt 
that it’s a funny old game. 
Strangely Jimmy Greaves 


eff... Oh shit, I’ve let the cat 
out of the bag. As I was say- 
ing, Jimmy Greaves’ efforts 
— he wrote four books in all 
— didn’t dissuade publishers 
from turning out more soccer 
fiction. Gazza’s agent Mel 
Stein got in on the act with 
Danger Zone (“... again she 


JIMMY GREAVES: Or is 
“it Jackie Groves? — 


felt the thrill that she had 
promised herself alone in 
bed’’); Derek Dougan came 
up with The Footballer and 
Pele gave us The World Cup 
Murder. Set during a future 
World Cup this volume con- 
tains what is described as 
‘Pele’s depiction of the poet- 
ry and mathematical preci- 
sion of the game’. Read this 
extract and see if you can see 
what they’re getting at: “To 
tackle a dribbler who was 
approaching your goal meant 
, judging his course 
1) a)'\' Kl without getting caught 
LILLEE: 
Bat out of 


off balance, getting the foot 
against the ball to wedge it 
against the dribbler’s foot, 
and then, at precisely the 
right instant, to knock him 
off balance”’. 

Poetic? Mathematical? On 
second thoughts maybe I'll 
use The World Cup Murder 
to tee off and give Terry’s 
book a try after all. & 
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Those of you who 
weren't asleep — or 

- gawping at that girl 
from the Sixth Form 
with the big tits — in 
your Religious 
Education classes 
will remember that 
Eve was the girl who 
proved irresistible to 
Adam. Well, whether 
or not your name’s 
Adam, we think that 
19-year-old Eve 
Peters is going to 
have the same 
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effect! 

Take a good 
look at those 
pert breasts, 
curvy bum 

» and her deli- 
CIOUS PUSSY, 
then tell us — 
without cross- 
ing your fin- 
gers — if you 
were Adam, 
would you 
have gone for 
the Garden of 
Eden or the 
body of Eve? 
Yeah, us 

too, lads! & 
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continued from page 5 


nervously. “Why don’t we 
go somewhere a little bit 
quieter?” I asked, leading 
him by the hand towards the 
ladies’ toilets. 

Without even bothering to 
check 


down his swollen shaft. His 
eyes were closed tightly as I 
ran my wet tongue around 
his bell-end and then started 
deep-throating him. 
He gripped my hair and 
started thrusting his cock 
into my mouth, until I felt 
his hips jerk and his hot load 
poured down my throat. I 
continued sucking hard, 
making sure that I didn’t 
miss a drop of his creamy 
spunk and then casually 
asked him to drive me home. 
When we got to my 
flat I reclined my 
seat and spread 
my legs wide. 
“T want you to 
| fuck me” I told 
him. He 
seemed ner- 
~ vous, but when 
_ [held open my 
cunt lips with 
my thumbs and 


All the King's horses and all the King's men ‘©? “ipped a 


couldn't make it. We're the King's cooks 


that the coast was clear, I 
quickly dragged him inside 
one of the cubicles and prac- 
tically ripped off his trousers 
and boxer shorts. “My 
boyfriend knows that I’m 
going to be sucking another 
man’s cock tonight,” I 
breathed as I licked up and 


DEAR 
CATRIONA, 

After | saw your pictures in 
Club, | knew | had to write 
and tell you how gorgeous — 
you looked. | couldn’t 
believe my eyes when | first 
saw your body; | felt my 
cock harden and my balls 
began to tingle, and my 
imagination started to get 
the better of me... 

'm driving along a country 
road and as | round a bend | 
see you sitting by the side 
of i 


the road, your bike beside 
you with a flat tyre. You flag 
me down and I’m only too 
eager to stop and help out. 
You're dressed in a tee- 
shirt and skimpy shorts and 
| can’t keep my eyes off 
you. | bend down to take a 
look at your wheel and when 


ae 


couple of fin- 
gers into my 
wet hole, he went wild. 

He quickly pulled down 
his trousers and then moved 
over on top of me. I wrapped 
my fingers around his shaft 
and guided his cock inside 
me, then he started thrusting 


continued on page 90 


| turn around | find you lean- 
ing back against the bonnet 
of my car, your shorts down 
around your ankles and your 
slim fingers eagerly pushing 
in and out of your wet slit. 
You smile, then move 
towards me and kneel down 
in front of me, unzipping my 
flies and taking my cock into 
your mouth. You run your 
tongue along the underside 
of my shaft. | can feel 
myself coming, and you 
suck harder until | spill my 
load down your throat. 
've been reliving this 
scenario Over and over 


oN again in my mind, how 


— do you fancy making it 
“ come true for me?! — 
~ Dermot, Canterbury 
‘\ That sounds like my 
« kind of ride, Dermot! 
But the best part 
would have to be when 
_ we get into your car 


é and | spread myself over 


the back seat. You’d run 
your tongue up the insides 
of my thighs up to my 
pussy, then you'd keep lick- 
ing me until | orgasmed. 
Then if you had energy left, 
we drive back to my place 
and carry on with what we 
had started! - Catriona & 
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They rock, they roll, they rant, they 
rave... and they're from Wales! The 
Manic Street Preachers are here to 
save you says Howard Johnson... 


hey happily admit to 
getting handjobs in 
Bangkok clip joints, 


yet write lyrics which deal 
with New Libertarianism. 
They make pronouncements 
from the stage saying they 
hope REM’s Michael Stipe 
goes the same way as 
Freddie Mercury, yet they 
play Anti Nazi League bene- 
fit gigs. They smash film 
cameramen around the head 
with guitars at their concerts, 
yet come across as reserved, 
polite and often painfully 
shy when you meet them in 
the flesh. They even featured 
famous porn actress Traci 
Lords laying down backing 
vocals on their single, Little 
Baby Nothing — yet that par- 
ticular song rails against the 
objectification of women. 
You’ve probably 
heard The 


Manic 
Street 
Preachers on 
your radio 
and pretty 
good they 
sound too. 
What you Qs 
don’tknowis #— = —™s. 
that guitarist 
Richey James 
freely admits 
that he : 
doesn’t play 
too well and 
is more a 
member of 
the band more 
for his looks 
and general 
mental behav- 
iour. He is the man who-took 
a Stanley knife to his fore- 
arm and carved the-words ‘4 
Real’ into his flesh as proof 
for a sceptical NME journal- 
ist that his band’s aims were 
true. It’s not an isolated inci- 
dent either. On the band’s 
recent visit to Bangkok — 


- they are huge in Thailand, 


for some reason — Richey 
again took a blade to his 
flesh and created some more 
body art. Why? 

“The problem is that I 
never raise my voice and 
never shout, no matter how 


frustrated I am,” he explains, 
neither raising his voice or 
shouting. “I’m too polite and 
I find that I can’t express 
what I feel when I’m pissed 
off. I have all these frustra- 
tions and it’s the only thing I 
can do that will make me 
feel better.” 

Fair enough, but does it 
hurt? 

“Yeah, it hurts alright. But 
I’ve got a very high 
pain threshold!” 
Are you drunk 
when you do 
it? 


“Not at 
all. 
When 


I'm very easily furned on... 
but | didn't get a stiffy once! ‘ey were 


I did it in Bangkok all I’'d 
drunk was a couple of vod- 
kas and a beer. I drink to for- 
get things, so when I’m 
drunk I’m not depressed 


‘about anything. Alcohol is 


sedation, pain isn’t.” 
Despite the fact that vocal- 
ist James Dean Bradfield has 
been christened a “New Lad’ 
for his ferocious dedication 
to drinking, it was actually 
Richey who dabbled with 
those ladies of the night in 


» Thailand. “There’s no point 


in going to Bangkok and 
pretending that Patpong (the 


capital’s red-light district) 
doesn’t exist — and I hate 
those traditional Western 
attitudes to the sex industry 
there. We went out of town 
to a television show and the 
conditions that people were 
living in were appalling. 
Most Westerners wouldn’t 
last five minutes in a corru- 
gated iron hut with no sani- 
tation. If you go to Bangkok, 
the girls who work the bars 
have a flat. I know all about 
exploitation, but this is a 
matter of human choice.” 

And the blow-job... 

“Tt was a hand-job, actual- 
ly,” corrects Richey. “Well, 
I’d never been with a prosti- 
tute before. I’ve never been 
in love and I’ve never had a 
girlfriend, so I wasn’t being 
unfaithful to a memory. It 
was something I wanted to 
experience to see whether it 
would make me happy.” 

And did it? 

“Not really. I 
couldn’t 


real- 
ly 
expend 
any emo- 
tion on it. It 
: just helped to 

\, pass a few 
hours. The 
saddest thing 
sie for me was that 

| ‘4 there were 

=@ blokes at the 

ibar who 
were say- 
ing to 
their 


mates, 
“T can tell 
she really 
fancies me” 
whenever a 
girl started 
dancing 
near them. 
They were 
trying to jus- 
tify what 


going to do.” 

James takes a different 
view to his experiences of 
the nightlife. “It was a very 
voyeuristic thing,” he 
claims. “What surprised me 
most was that I didn’t get a 
stiffy once. I’m very easily 
turned on and I really 
thought that I would. I mean, 
The Graduate still does it = 
me!” 

Stil, it’s not all exotic 
locations for the wild 
Welshmen, though. The 
band have just finished 
recording a new album, The 
Holy Bible, in a small studio 


in Wales. “We didn’t want 
any of that pampering crap 
when we made this record,” 
claims Richey. “We could 
have gone for a big name 
producer and swanned 
around the Bahamas, but 
that’s not what we’re about. 
We recorded the album in a 
small studio — it was like the 
days before we had a record 
deal.” 

James agrees. “The last 
album was just bland,” he 
says bluntly of Gold Against 
The Soul. “We lost the 
power to speak in tongues 
on that record and it became 
just another British Rock 
Album. This time we’ ve got 
that edge to it and it makes 
a world of difference. I 
don’t even know if it will be 
a commercial success or 
not, but I’m really glad 
we’ve made a record that’s 
got this much to it.” 

There’s one song in par- 
ticular, PCP, which regales 
against the politically cor- 
rect. Containing the line: 
“When I was young, PC 
meant police constable’, it 
spits venom against the kind 
of people who would try 
and stop you from reading 
magazines like Club. “We 
don’t really spend much 
time reading magazines like 
Club, so we don’t really 
have much an opinion about 
them,” says Richey. “A lot 
of people obviously read it 
though.” 

The Manic Street 
Preachers have no time for 
the rules of convention and 
that’s what makes them so 
exciting. They make their 
own rules and fuck you if 
you don’t get the picture. 
“T’m really against putting 
those Parental Guidance 
stickers on this album,” 
insists Richey. “That just 
seems like the trendy thing 
to do to make people think 
you’re outrageous. It’s 
ridiculous. We’d rather say 
something like, ‘Contains 
language that you use every 
day and shouldn’t be sur- 
prised that we do too’. That 
would tell it like it is. We’re 
not in the business of shock- 
ing people just for the sake 
of it. What you see is what 
you get and if people hap- 
pen to be offended by that, 
then that’s their problem!” 

Which is exactly as it 
should be. If you thought 
that rock music had died on 
its arse, then it’s about time 
to revise your opinion. Get 
some passion in your soul 
and get manic with the 
Preachers... & 
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“My last flatmate nicknamed me Pop Tart, ’cos in the morning I'm 
all hot and sticky inside!” coos Judy. And what exactly turns the 22- 
year-old into a cereal thriller? 

“| have dirty dreams,” she sighs wistfully. “Last night | dreamt 
Daniel Day-Lewis was sucking my nipples whilst flicking my clit with 
his finger before shagging me senseless!” 

But don’t worry, guys, you don’t have to be a celebrity to star in 


_ Judy’s bedtime stories. “A few nights ago, | sucked off my post- 
man who | dreamt has the longest cock I’ve ever seen, then | 
made him shag me until | was screaming the house down. | was 
just about to lick his cock clean when the alarm went offl” & 
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he women of our dreams. Our — 
long, over-elaborate, slightly 
squidgy dreams. Who are 
they? Do they always have to wear 
Beefeater costumes (they do in 
ours)? And more importantly what 
type of women are we after? You 
don’t know? Well let us tell you — 
women like us, that’s who! 
Gone are the days when boys 

would frown at women who drank 
= pints down their local. Nowadays us 
enlightened chaps are keen to get to 
) grips with women who know which 
end of a pool cue is best for rucking 
and which is best for potting. What 
most men want these days is a 
woman who will tolerate their more 
| feeble drunken moments whilst also 
appreciating the reasons why they 
| have just been so pathetic. No 
- longer do men want some fawning 

| bimbo who waits at home ironing 
their underwear. Now us boys want 
women who can stand up for them- 
selves, women who are strong, 
women who are formidable, women 
who are ... er... well, more like men. 
But not men exactly because we... 


Margi 
Clarke, high 
priestess of 
lady lads 


her fair share of fellastoo, andlastyear 
posed nip to nip with a pal in a swimming | 
pool for Interview magazine. Barrymore 
comes from a long line of actors, she’s 
tough as old boots, more experienced at 
everything than 99% of us and alta 
for her, is in no way related to - 
Michael. 

* Salt ‘n’ Pepa are perhaps the 
fucksomest group of girlies in 
the pop world. They kicked off 
with a single entitled /’m Gonna 
Steal Your Man which summed 
up their bolshy no-nonsence 
view right from the start. Svelte 
they are not but they curve in all 
the right places and have a 
wicked sense of humour. They 
are famous for their outspoken 
sexual gambits, with songs con- 
centrating on boys’ arses and 
talking about sex. Personally 
speaking, we'd love to talk sex 
to either of them as long as 
they were, sitting on our face 
and beating us with a rolled up 
copy of Angler's Week. But 
that's our problem. 

* Then there's Kate Moss. She 


Bjork on the piss 
with a pal 


ONE OF 


Not all girls sit at home waiting for us to fall 
through the door at some ungodly hour. In fact 
some girls are better at being boys than we are... 


Liz Hurley 
hits the 


er... well, you know what we mean. Take 
a look at the girls here and you'll get our 
drift. 


* Bianca from Eastenders doesn’t take 
much crap from boys, her parents, the 
police or anyone else on Albert Square. 
She likes to go out clubbing, get pissed, 
get into trouble and, best of all, she likes 
to slap around that poxy brother of hers. 
She has one of those gritty voices that 
makes us go weak at the knees and 
strong at the nob but unlike Mariella 

| Frostrup she doesn’t look like she’s 

_ been through it all 
- twice and found 
herself a good 
make-up artist. 

3 Bianca is one of 
the boys and we 
love her for it, 


chuck Ricky will 
you, he’s a dimwit. 
* Drew Barrymore 


q all and then some. 
| She was snorting 


= weed before she 
made it into teen- 
; dom. She's had ~ 


has been through it 


| cocaine and puffing © 


hard 
stuff 


knows how to have a good time 
and, unlike men, still look great. 
She's the sort of girl you can just 
imagine coming over to you in a 
nightclub, pushing your girlfriend out of 
the way, grabbing you by the balls and 
saying "If you don't come to the bogs and 
shag me right now I'll deck you!" Yeah, in 
your fucking dreams. 
* There's little doubt that Bananarama are 
one of the boys in a very girlie kind of way. 
In their hey-day in the 80s they were often 
photographed, drinks in hand, giving other 
revellers the hard eye and boozing blokes, 
like the legendary Pete Wylie, 
under the table. They've 
even been known to be a bit 
tasty with their fists, but 
mainly aimed at boyfriends. 
Indeed in the old days their 
fella-frolicking 
antics 
were 
tabloid 
friendly to 
such an 
extent that 
they had to 
have a few | 
kids simply 
to get the 
hacks off 
their backs, | 


as it were. All in all they are class 
girlie-lads, or 'Glads', blagging their 
way to the top time and time again. 

* Bjork is another Glad who turns our 
heads everytime she comes on Top Of 
The Pops. Her cutesome freckly nordic 
nature and her general weird shit-ness 
make us go all floppy in the right 
places. The one great Icelander of the 
century may be into Salvador Dali, 
eighteenth century phillosophy and 
have a penchant for wearing Clare 
Rayner’s cast off tents, but she loves 
a Stiff pint of Stella and a rave up. 
Bjork has a kid too, so there is little 
doubt that she comes equipped with 
that ‘don’t bullshit me. I’ve changed 
nappies full of pooh' attitude. Which, if 
you don’t think about it too hard, is 
really sexy. Just like Bjork, really. 

* Violet Berlin from ITV’s computer 
games programme Bad Influence.is 
another young lady who knows how to 
be a lad. With her blonde Tank Girl hair 
and wicked grin, she's formidable 
opposition for any spotty young boy 
attempting to take her on at shooting- 
‘em-up on the computer screen. No, 
our lovely lad Violet is looking for a real 


man, so that probably rules us out. 

* Everyone loves Sandra Bernhard. 
But the more you love her, the more 
you get the feeling that she would love 
to despise and loathe you. Great! Also 
there is a fair chance that she wouldn’t 
love you anyway as her sexual prefer- 
ences seem armed more towards 
those of the cuter sex rather than us 
boys. Of course with a mouth as big as 
hers and a propensity for knocking 
back cans of Bud like yesterday was 
the last day of the world, she could 
ignore us anytime. As long as we were 
tied up in her bathroom with an orange 
in our gob. 

* Bet Lynch? Well she is one of the 
boys but... er... perhaps not in this life- 
time. Same goes for Margi Clarke, the 
high priestess of lady lads. 

* Sarah Stockbridge is a borderline 
case. In her modelling days for Viv 
Westwood she came across all flaunty 
and angry, ready to take on the world 
and do all sorts of things to unsuspect- 
ing men. Indeed, when you see her in 
the flesh she not only outstrips you in 
height but also in an effective right 
hook, being a self defence fanatic. 
However what all these women really 
need as well as double fuckness is a 
consumate brain and there are doubts 
about the wild and wirey catwalk killer, 
especially judging by her attempts at 
TV talkies. Bet she'd be a brilliant one- 
night-stand, if only to find out what her 
real hair colour is... 

* Closer to home, well ours anyway, 


there’s Kazza the Club secretary. A 
real lad, Kaz handles a cold pint of 
Tennents Super the same way she 
handles a hot cock. She gets it down © 
her neck in about three seconds flat! 
And when it comes to taking no shit 
from people, she makes Bianca look 
like Bambi. She won’t make coffee, 
type letters or answer invoices 
unless you ask nicely. This 
woman has attitude! And whilst 
there are plenty of girls around 
who'll photocopy anything without 
any grief, Kazza’s the only one you 
can imagine spending a night in the 
pub with. You might even get a quick 
snog at closing time — but only if 
you ask nicely! 

* Get Kaz and Tina, our regular sex 
babe, together down the boozer 
and after a few lagers they sound 
like a couple of truckers. Swilling 
back bottles by the neck, their jobs 
mean they have dirtier stories and 
filthier jokes than any lad. They flirt 
with fellas, grope their arses and 
make obscene comments just like a 
couple of brickies on a building 
sight. And we fancy them like mad 


Kate Moss hits 
the bottle 


— why? Cos, like all the girls we've 
mnetioned, they’re confident in their 
sexuality. For them sex, boozing, fight- 
ing and flirting is not something to gig- 
gle about like gormless teenagers — 
it’s fucking good fun! #& 
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Sarah ‘Tank Girl’ 
Stockbridge is quick 
on the draw 


When we 
last met 
French-born 
Justine in 
the Spring 
(Vol 23 No 
3), she was 
complaining 
about a lack 
of men in 
her life. 
Mais mon 
dieu, what a 
hot summer 
she’s had 
since! “I 
have to 
admit that 
I've gone a 
bit over the 
top,” admits 
the naughty 
19-year-old. 
“1 spent it in 
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fucking men from Calais to Cannes 


my parent's place at 


“And every man was different 


Some loved licking and sucking 


too 


ist oth- 


ers dived down and lapped up the 


wh 


my breasts for hours, 


it was cham- 


f my pussy | 
m all set for a 


icking her lips 


she says, li 


| 


edly 


t Autumn 
guys can teach me someth 


unless you Engl 
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Rusapanas 
Sea 


This is the section 
where you talk to 
us — and you talk 
dirty! Tell us what 

you've done, what 

you are doing and 
what you like to do; 
we'll read it, we'll 
print it and we 
might even help 
your fantasies 
come true... 


WOMEN'S WRITES 


Where the girls get down to business 


BONKING BOOK 


*m currently writing a 

book entitled ‘Sex And 

The Single Girl’. It’s just 
an idea I came up with one 
morning when I was lying in 
a bubbly bath, letting my 
hand work at the bud of my 
clit like you do. I decided 
that I was sick and tired of 
all those clichéd novels 
about sex and shopping set 
in some big city in America. 
I wanted to read about the 
kind of sex that really hap- 
pened to a young single girl 
right here in England. The 
very thought of putting my 
true-life experiences down 


on paper got me horny and I 
soon rubbed myself into 
quite a frenzy, the bath 
water sploshing out over the 
sides of the tub until I finally 
came with a scream. So as 
you can see, from the minute 
I dreamt up my scheme, I 
have been taking notes on 
my true life experiences — 
and the research has been a 
lot of fun, let me tell you! 

I’ve decided to break the 
book down into sections, 
each of which deals with 
certain areas of my sexuali- 
ty. Just so that you know, 
I’m 23, just under six feet 
tall, my boobs are 34C and I 
have long blonde hair. I 
guess I have what you could 
call a pretty impressive fig- 
ure and I have had no trou- 
ble enjoying sex with all 
kinds of people, in all man- 
ner of places. I think this 
gives me a lot of experience 
and I’m writing under head- 
ings such as ‘Losing My 
Virginity’, ‘Lesbian 
Encounters’, ‘Outdoor 
Games’, ‘Dressed To Thrill’, 
that kind of thing. Just so 
that you get a flavour of my 
work, let me tell you about 
losing my cherry! 

You may be surprised but 
I was what you might call a 


late developer. Although my 


tits had always been pretty 
noticeable and guys were 
always trying to cop a feel 
(quite often I’d let them if I 
liked them!), it wasn’t until I 
was 18 that I actually lost 
my virginity! But boy was it 


an amazing encounter! 

I met Ian in a wine bar 
where a friend of mine, 
Patricia, was working. He 
was the manager and was a 
good few years older than 
me, very friendly, very 
experienced and above all 
had a package that made 
him, according to Trish, ‘a 
well dirty shag’! Well, I 
soon found out when, after a 
night’s work I was hanging 
around as the staff started to 
close the bar down. Ian 
kindly offered to give me a 
lift back to my house and we 
soon found ourselves alone 
in the bar. It was late, about 
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two in the morning, and I’d 
had a few glasses of wine by 
then and was feeling very 
horny. I’d read enough mag- 
azines to know all about sex, 
but I just hadn’t found a guy 
I really wanted enough up 
until that point. However, I 
certainly wanted Ian. 

He hadn’t made a move on 
me when I finally just threw 
my arms around him and 
slid my tongue down his 
throat. I think he was a little 
shocked, but not as surprised 
as when I pushed him away, 
leant back against the bar, 
hitched my skirt up to reveal 
stockings and panties and 
ordered him to turn the 
lights out. 

In the half-light cast by the 
street lamp outside, I pulled 
my knickers to one side and 


ordered Ian to fuck me. 
Although I had nothing to 
compare notes with at the 
time, his cock certainly 
looked like a monster to me, 
but my love hole was so 
damp and moist that he slid 
into me with no effort at all! 
It was one of the sexiest 
moments of my life, being 
fucked against the bar with 
the chance that a total 
stranger might catch us at 
any moment and I loved the 
feeling of excitement! If this 
was what sex was all about, 
then I was going to have a 
lot more of it! 

The section on my lesbian 
experiences is going to be 
pretty in-depth. I love horny 


men, but making love with a 
beautiful woman is an amaz- 
ing experience. My flat-mate 
Elaine and I both love men, 
but that never stops us from 
enjoying a romp whenever 
we feel like it. It seems that a 


lot of the men we go out 
with love it when they know 
we are lovers and beg to 
watch us together. If we real- 
ly like the guy then we will 
put on a show for him. 

We ve got quite a routine 
worked out now, involving 
the usual stockings and sus- 
penders plus high heels and 


a few extra accessories of 
the strap-on kind. I like to be 
‘taken’ by Elaine and she is 
more than happy to oblige. I 
love to be down on all fours, 
my back arched and my nip- 
ples sticking out so much 
that they almost touch the 
floor, my arse in the air with 
my pussy begging to be sat- 
isfied! Then there is also the 
taste of another woman’s 
pussy, that tangy sensation 
that just drives me wild. I sit 
tonguing. Elaine out for 
hours on end and when there 
is some lucky fella watching 
there is no way he can 
restrain himself and he ends 
up masturbating until he 
comes with a massive jolt — 
satisfaction guaranteed! 
There are so many great 
sexual thrills to be had and if 
my book ever gets pub- 
lished, then I’m sure that 
there will be loads of people 
wanting to read about my 
experiences. I have to say 
that Club is always a good 
source of research for me. 
Whenever I read of any- 
thing I haven’t tried, I make 
sure that I find a man or 
woman to practice with. I’ve 
been fucked in lifts, backs of 
cars and even in an empty 
carriage of a train thanks to 


Club. Maybe if my book 


becomes a best seller, I 
should share some of the 
royalties with you. I'll let 
you know! — Susie, Brighton 


ICE AND SLEAZY! 


doubt that many of your 

readers will have had the 

Same experience as the 
one I’m about to tell you 
about, but whenever I think 
of skating, I immediately get 
aroused as I recall the 
numerous sexual encounters 
I had when I had just turned 
18. The local sports centre 
and rink was the place where 
all the lads would hang out, 
chat up girls and end up with 
them around the back of the 
hall. It was there that I got to 
grips with my first cock, 
treating a 19-year-old fella 
called Sean to a long linger- 
ing blow-job until he spurted 
his load all down my chin 
and over my boobs. I spent 
many nights there learning 
how to handle a cock and, 
after a few months, I was 
pretty experienced and eager 
to get to grips with anything 
that moved! 

Now I’m 23 years old and 

much wiser, but when I 


found out that my new 
boyfriend, Adam, is the 
assistant manager at the 
same place, I decided to 
relive some of those adven- 
tures. The minute he told 
me, I could hardly believe it 
and I started thinking how 
great it would be to have the 
first fuck with him inside the 
rink. Of course, Adam knew 
nothing of my past attach- 
ment to the place and that 
made it all the more exciting. 
I arranged to go out to din- 
ner with Adam one night last 
week after he had finished 
work and I told him I’d meet 
him at the rink. I arrived 
there at around ten o’clock — 
when I knew he’d have sent 
his staff home and we’d 
have the place to ourselves. I 
was wearing a tight, black 
micro-dress and no knickers, 
because I was pretty sure 
that we wouldn’t end up 
going for dinner. After all, as 
far as I was concerned, the 


only thing on the menu that 


night was my pussy. 

After I pressed the buzzer 
on reception, Adam let me 
into his office and then start- 
ed to put on his coat. “Ready 
for dinner then, Ellen?” 

“Do you mind if we take a 
quick look at the rink first?” 
I asked. “I used to come here 
years ago and it’s got some 
memories for me.” I didn’t 
elaborate on the cocks that 
I’d eagerly sucked and 
fucked, but that’s what I was 


thinking about! 

We went out into the arena 
and I was surprised at how 
much it had changed. Instead 
of being brightly lit, there 
were only a few spotlights 
on and that made the atmos- 
phere pretty sexy. I wasn’t 
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sure how to broach the sub- 
ject with Adam, so I just 
came straight out with it. 
“Adam, I want you to fuck 
me right here,” I panted, 
leaning over the crash barri- 
er so that my dress rode up 
to reveal a neatly-trimmed 
bush, my pussy lips glisten- 
ing with juices in the dim 
light of the hall. Adam was 
completely taken aback, but 
was more than happy to 
oblige. He dropped onto his 
knees, pushed up my skirt 
and began kissing his way 
up the insides of my thighs. 

His hot breath on my damp 
pussy felt incredibly arous- 
ing and when he eased open 
my pussy lips and began 
pushing his tongue deep 
inside me, I felt my knees 
buckle as an orgasm pulsed 
through me. “You’re going 
to have to slow down,” I 
gasped. “You’ve made me 
come already!” I pushed his 
face deeper into my groin 
and his tongue snaked inside 
me, bringing me gently to 
the brink of another orgasm. 

I pulled his head from 
between my legs and began 
to tug at his jeans. His face 
registered a look of surprise 
and excitement, but that was 
nothing compared to the 
look on my face when I saw 
his cock — it was enormous! 
It must have been nine inch- 
es long and as thick as my 
wrist, but I was determined 
to take in every inch of it. I 
leant back against the barrier 
and opened my legs wide. 

Holding his cock round its 
shaft, he crouched down and 
then thrust upwards in one 
swift movement. I gripped 
his shoulders as he started 
pumping hard, twisting his 
hips to fill me with every 
delicious inch of his cock. 
The feeling was amazing! 

As I threw my head around 
wildly, I couldn’t believe my 
eyes as I saw another guy 
standing behind Adam 
watching us, a huge grin 
spread across his face. “Oh, 
Christ,” I whispered, pulling 
away from Adam and 
attempting to cover myself 
up. “We’ve got company.” 
Adam pulled his trousers 
back on, turned around. and 
then began laughing. 

“It’s my brother, Liam,” he 
roared. “You’re not embar- 
rassed, are you?” . 

What could'I say? “Who, 
me? Of course I’m not,” I 
told him. 

“In that case,” said Adam. 
“What would you say to 
another man? Go on — I'd 
bet you’d like to shag him!” 


I was utterly amazed at 
how brazen these two were, 
but Liam was just as good- 
looking as Adam and I was 
very turned on at the thought 
of fucking two brothers. I 
giggled and moved through 
the gap in the barriers out 
onto the ice. 

“Tf you can catch me,” I 
drawled sliding my way onto 
the ice, “then I'll let you 


shag me.” Liam was onto me 
like a shot and the two of us 
ran around until he managed 
to catch up and we both fell 
to the floor. I yelled loudly 
as I felt the ice against my 
bum, but that was soon for- 
gotten as Liam eased my 
legs apart and then thrust his 
cock inside me right there on 
the ice. Adam cheered as he 
watched from the side. I was 
amazed, but I liked the idea 
of putting-on a show for 
Adam. “Hold on a second,” I 


said, stopping Liam in his 
tracks and turning over so 
that I was on all fours. 
“Let’s see if you’re as 
good as your brother,” I 
purred, “I want you to fuck 
me from behind really hard.” 
I couldn’t believe I was 
behaving so wantonly, but I 
just couldn’t help myself! 
By now Adam had his cock 
in his hand furiously wank- 


ing as his eyes struggled to 
take in the sight of me get- 
ting royally shagged by his | 
brother. As I watched him 
come a second later, Liam 
bucked his hips and shot a 
thick wad of spunk deep 
inside me. 

I ended up having both 
lads in Adam’s office and 
now our threesomes have 
become a regular event. I’m 
certainly not complaining, 
because I’m getting double 
the pleasure! — Ellen, Oxford 


ON THE JOB 


In and out of the office 


HELLO SAILOR! 


y name is Anita, 

I’m 19 years old 

and I live ina 
small village about eight 
miles from Portsmouth. 
Sadly, there isn’t much 
action around when it comes 
to men (unless you like older 
men, and I’m talking about 
80-year-old’s here!), so my 
friend Annabel and I always 
head into Portsmouth on a 
Friday night and we 


inevitably end up staying 
there. Sometimes we stay in 
a hotel, but it’s always better 
when we score with sailors 
and end being jolly well 
rogered by a sexy fella in 
navy blue on board ship! 
We’ ve developed something 
of a fetish when it comes to 
sailors and we can’t get 
enough of them! 

Last Friday’s escapades 
were so horny that I just had 
to write to you about them. 
Annabel and I got into town 
at about 7.30 and went to a 
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local bar that we frequent 
(mainly because it’s a 
favourite sailors’ bar). The 
place was already heaving 
when we got in there, but we 
found a corner nearest-to the 
sexiest guys and got talking 
to them. We never have 
much trouble striking up 
conversation, because both 
of us are pretty good-look- 
ing. We’re both 19 years old, 
with roughly the same curvy 
figures. The only difference 


between us is that I’m dark 
and Annabel is a natural 
blonde. Within a couple of 
seconds we were chatting 
away with four guys who 
serve on the ship that had 
just come into port. I have to 
say that Ned, James, Alan 
and Sam were really horny, 
good-looking and very fit. 
They were also pretty gener- 
ous and by the time the 
evening was drawing to a 
close we had downed more 
than a few vodka and tonics 
and Annabel had already had 


a snog and a grope with Ned 
outside the loos. 

When we were asked if we 
fancied going on anywhere 
we weren’t slow to take up 
the offer. We knew of one of 
the major hotel bars where a 
girlfriend of ours was on the 
bar and decided to pay her a 
visit. By the time we were 
on the way Annabel and Ned 
were already deeply 
engrossed and at one point 
when I turned around Ned 
actually had one of his hands 
slipped under her short skirt 
and was rubbing her pussy 


as casually as a bloke who’s 
had about nine pints can do! 
Once we’d arrived at the 
hotel we marched into the 
bar and saw Judy serving 
another customer. Naturally, 
we ordered a couple of 
rounds and began drinking 
again. James was getting 
pretty horny by now and was 
making dirty conversation, 
which I have to admit I was 
enjoying. Still, I’m far more 
interested in action than 
words and I turned to James. 


“Look, why don’t we stop 
talking about sex and just get 
on and do it.” 

With that I stood up and 
walked out of the bar and 
went straight to the ladies’ 
toilet, making sure that 


James had got up to follow. 

The loos were gorgeous, 
more like a boudoir than a 
toilet and as it was pretty late 
there was no-one in there. I 
decided to take a chance and 
by the time James walked in 
I was already bent over the 
wash-basin with my skirt 
hitched up and my knickers 
pulled to one side to reveal a 
neatly trimmed pussy (I have 
a lot of fun keeping it in 
shape, let me tell you!). 
James couldn’t believe his 
eyes, but didn’t need asking 
twice, undoing his zip and 
releasing a mammoth cock 
that slipped inside me with 
the ease of one of his ship’s 
torpedoes being fired! The 
similarity was made all the 
more obvious by the speed 
with which he unleashed his 
weaponry, his spunk spurt- 
ing deep down inside me 
after less than half a dozen 
strokes. Not-that I was com- 
plaining, I was hotter than 
hell and came the minute I 
felt that spunk inside me — 
and I hadn’t even taken my 
clothes off! 

As we stood slouched over 
the basins trying to get our 
breath back, Judy, our friend 
from the bar, walked in and 
realised in a second what 
had been going on. Judy, 
who was always game, let 
loose an excited giggle. 
“Well, I hope there are some 


stiff, staff benefits on offer 
here,” she said, jamming an 
ashtray against the door. 
Judy pulled her work dress 
over her head and revealed 
stockings, suspenders and 
bra framing a perfect body. I 
was horny as hell at the sight 
of her and urged her to get 
her knickers off so that 
James could give her a good 


shafting! While James will- 
ingly obliged, I threw my 
clothes off and plunged two 
fingers deep into my slit to 
frig myself wildly at the 
sight of these two fucking in 
front of me! 

James was having the time 
of his life, thrusting into 
Judy, who looked like she 
was enjoying herself too. 
She was a vocal girl and as 
James shot his wad for the 
second time, Judy let out a 
loud scream and I climaxed 
myself with all the excite- 
ment! 

Still, that wasn’t the end of 
it! I had Dutch courage like 
you wouldn’t believe and 
simply got down on my 
knees and prodded my 
tongue deep between Judy’s 
gorgeous pussy lips. I didn’t 
know if she was bisexual 
like me, but I was damn sure 
I was going to find out. The 
way she let out a little whim- 
per let me know that she was 
and I put on my best perfor- 
mance to impress both her 


and James, who was watch- 
ing, both amazed and 
impressed! 

Well, as you can imagine 
once we returned to the bar 
there was a lot of cheering 
and jeering, the boys getting 
very excited at the prospect 
of what we had done. Judy, 
who had tidied herself up, 
gave a knowing smile and 


got back to work behind the 
bar, leaving Annabel and the 
others wondering just exact- 
ly what we had been up to 
for the past half hour, 
although I’m sure their 
imaginations were working 
overtime! 

As you can imagine, by the 
time the bar was supposed to 
close officially it was three 
in the morning but we were 
still going strong. I’d had a 
lot of drinks by now and was 
just as randy as when I’d 
been indulging myself in the 
women’s loos. I had a great 
idea and, smiling at Judy, 
went and whispered in her 
ear. She giggled at my sug- 
gestion and then finished 
closing the bar, before mak- 
ing an announcement to our 
randy crew. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen: 
As the climax — and I do 
mean climax — of the 
evening approaches, I would 
like you all to follow me in 
complete silence. I’m going 
to open one of the confer- 


ence rooms and I’Il be shot if 
the duty manager finds us, so 
keep your traps shut.” 

By the time everybody had 
filtered into the conference 
room there was a real sense 
of anticipation about what 
would happen next. The 
room was really grand, with 
bronze busts and antique fur- 
nishings everywhere. It real- 
ly looked like a boudoir on a 
far grander scale to the loos! 
The place was perfect. 

“Anita believes that since 
most of you have had a fuck- 
ing good time tonight, we 
should end the evening on a 
high note.” With that she 
pressed the play button on 
the CD player that was 
installed there and I moved 
to the front of the crowd. My 


pussy was dripping with 
anticipation. I had never 
stripped in front of a crowd 
before, but the thought had 
always made me really excit- 
ed. Now was my chance... 

Moving in time with the 
music, I slowly gyrated, rub- 
bing my hands over my 
body, caressing my boobs 
and pussy. Everybody just 
stared, mindful of the words 
of warning, while I really got 
into it, draping a feather boa 
around my neck that Judy 
had brought in with her. I 
slipped my tight dress to the 
ground and revealed my red 
basque, stockings and sus- 
penders to a few whistles 
and a lot of straining cocks! 

I had never felt so sexy in 
my life, my inhibitions left at 


| got down on my knees 
and whipped his stiff, thick 


cock from his pants 


» 


the door, and the more I 
teased the crowd, the more 
aroused I got. I slipped my 
knickers over my stockings 
and kicked them to the floor, 
rubbing my hands up the 
bare cheeks of my bum. I 
took the boa and rubbed it 
between my legs and across 
my moist pussy, which made 
the guys cheer, despite the 
warnings about the noise, 
and as I could feel my nip- 
ples through the basque, rub- 
bing against the material, I 
simply decided that I needed 
to be fucked and fucked 
good! 

Sam was delighted to 
oblige. When I moved over 
to him and motioned that he 
should join me he was up 
like a flash. I got down on 
my knees and whipped his 
stiff, thick cock from his 
pants. Obviously the Navy 
instilled the good manners of 
standing to attention into all 
their recruits, because Sam’s 


talkin’ 


cock was ram-rod stiff and 
ready for action! I took his 
dick right down my throat 
and gave the best head I 
could, which seemed to go 
down well enough with him. 
Spunk came spurting out 
within the first few thrusts 
and the delicious taste of his 
come filled my mouth. God, 
I loved it, but I also needed 


ae ey 


hot dick inside me pronto. I 
knew that everyone was 
watching me fuck a total 
stranger in front of them, but 
that was all part of the 
appeal. I couldn’t wait to be 
a total exhibitionist and let 
Sam enter me. I bent over by 
one of the busts and thrust 
my arse in the air, invited 
him to take me doggy-style. 
Sam’s dick was ready to go 
again and he banged into me 
with obvious relish. He was 
working hard, thrusting in 
and out of me with such 
force that I saw stars. I 
almost passed out, but kept 
with it so that I would expe- 
rience the full rush of my 
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orgasm. I came just at the 
moment when Sam unloaded 
his second wad and the 
mixed sensation of his spunk 
and my own come was sim- 
ply unbelievable! I collapsed 
onto the floor beside my 
horny sailor and we both lay 
there panting while the 
crowd started yelling and 
screaming loudly, having 


now forgotten all about the 
noise ban! 

Judy told me that she 
would organise a room for 
anyone who wanted to stay 
the night and it seemed that 
by now the girls were ready 
for anything. I know that I 
went off with Sam and 


James and ended up spend- 
ing the rest of the night with 
them, getting into the kind of 
positions that only Russian 
gymnasts normally manage! 

As you can imagine I slept 
late the next morning and 
said goodbye to my navy 
men with another passionate 
fucking session. 

Now that I’ve put all of 


that night’s exploits down on 
paper, it seems so wild that 
you might almost think it 
never happened, but you can 
bet that the next time I go to 
town I'll end up getting into 
some sort of situation with 
those sexy sailor boys. I just 
can’t resist them and, well, a 
horny young girl has to get 
her kicks when she can, 
don’t you agree?! And you 


know as well as I do that our 


boys in the armed forces 
deserve every encourage- 
ment they can get. I’m just 
doing my patriotic duty and 
as you can tell, I’m a sucker 
for seamen!! — Anita, 
Portsmouth 


Share and share alike 


TWICE AS NICE! 


his might sound like a 

bit of a cliché, like 

one of those stories 
you read in bad novels, but it 
honestly happened to me. 
And it was the dirtiest, 
horniest experience of my 
entire life! 

I suppose I should tell you 
a little bit about myself. My 
name is Debbie, I’m 20 
years old and I share a flat 
with my best friend, Sam. 
We're like two peas ina 
pod; we do everything 
together, including pulling 
blokes! And if there’s a tasty 
looking bloke and we can’t 
decide which of us is going 
to have him, then we don’t 
have a fight over it — we’ ll 
both have him! - 

Sam and I have never gone 
short of men. She’s 19 but 
she’s built like a real 
woman, if you know what I 
mean. She’s almost six feet 
tall, with waist-length 
blonde hair and a really full 
figure that curves in all the 
right places. If I had to say 
who she looked most like, it 
would probably be that 
model, Anna Nicole Smith — 
you know the one I mean. 
As for me, I’m a brunette 
and more petite than Sam, 
though my tits are pretty 
large. My hair’s quite short 
and we dress totally differ- 
ently, so as you can imagine, 
when we hit the town every- 
one notices us. 

Sam and I have been shar- 
ing a flat for two years now, 
and we enjoy living together 
because we’re both relaxed 
about our bodies, we often 
walk about or sit around 
naked, not caring that the 
other can see everything. 
And well, I have to confess 
that Sam and I have fooled 
around together a few times, 
playing with each other’s 
pussies and fingering each 
other to orgasm. We’d never 
got to the stage of having 
full sex, but I had often won- 
dered how her moist pussy 
would taste. I never thought 
we'd ever actually get it on 
to that extent — but as you 
might be able to guess, this 
is my reason for writing in 
to Club! 

One hot day last summer 
we were Sitting in our 
lounge watching TV and 
drinking something cool. 
Because it was so humid, we 


COUPLES CONFESS 


had the French windows to 
the balcony wide open and 
we were just lolling around 
in our underwear. Well, it 
was about 90 degrees! 
Sam’s long legs were 
stretched out as she lay 
propped up on some cush- 
ions on the floor, while I 
was sprawled on the sofa 
trying to cool my heated 
skin. Neither of us noticed 
the noises outside at first — 
until a guy’s head appeared 
at the open windows and his 
eyes nearly popped out of 


his head! We’d completely 
forgotten that the caretaker 


_ had told us our block of flats 


were having the windows 
cleaned that day! 

I could hardly believe my 
eyes as this total hunk 
climbed up a couple more 
steps of his ladder and just 
stood there staring at us. I 
guess that the sight of two 
virtually naked, sexy girls 
had stopped him in his 
tracks. We were pretty 
shocked too: I’d always 
assumed that window clean- 
ers were middle-aged men, 
like the ones who’d come 
round when I still lived at 
home, but this guy was a 
gorgeous specimen. We 
could only see him from the 
waist up, but his smooth, 
bare chest gleamed with 
enough sweat to have me 
licking my lips and his 
strong shoulders and boyish 
grin had Sam looking twice 


at him. I was annoyed that 
the edge of the balcony was 
so high, so we couldn’t see 
what he had to offer in the 
crotch department. 

“Don’t mind me, girls!” he 
said cheekily. “You just 
carry on with what you’re 
doing and I'll give your win- 
dows a quick wash.” And 
with that, he vaulted off his 
ladder onto our balcony and 
stood in full view, cleaning 
the open windows. 


sinew and muscle moving in 
time with his wiping strokes. 
There was no way a bloke 
like that was going to parade 
himself around half-naked — 
on our balcony and get away 
with it. It would be a miracle 
if he escaped alive... 

It was ridiculously easy for 
us to persuade him that he 
needed to come in and have 
a cool drink after all that hot 
work, and five minutes later 
Paul was sitting on our sofa 


The view of his crotch had 
me getting wet between the 
legs immediately. He was 
only wearing the briefest of 
cut-down jeans, and they 
were clinging so tight to his 
well-packed groin that I was 
surprised he’d ever managed 
to climb a ladder in them! 
And as for that tight little 
bum: it was the sort of thing 
I'd only ever dreamt of 
encountering. 

Sam said the same thing as 
me afterwards: it was as if 
everything went into slow 
motion as we watched every 


while Sam and I watched his 
every movement. It was me 
who took the initiative in the 
end. “You still look very 
hot,” I told him. “Why don’t 
I get a nice cool sponge from 
the bathroom and give you a 
good rub-down?”’ 

I don’t know whether it 
was my imagination or not, 
but I’d swear that I could see 
his crotch throb! My mouth 
watered as I walked to the 
bathroom and I knew that 
Paul would have had an 


excellent view of my nearly 
naked body as I did so. Just 


thinking of the hard-on that I 
was giving him made me 
want to sink down to my 
knees and push my fingers 
into my hot slit, but my mind 
was on that cock. I wanted to 
get back into the lounge and 
make sure Sam wasn’t get- 
ting her claws too far into 
Paul without me there. 

The cool sponge dripping 
in my hand, I walked back 
into the lounge, conscious of 
my wet cunt inside my little 
knickers — and of course, my 
suspicions were confirmed. 
Sam was already crouched 
between his knees, his shorts 
thrown to the floor as she 
took his hugely engorged 
cock into her mouth. 

Now, this wasn’t the first 
time I’d witnessed Sam giv- 
ing a guy head — and very 
good she is at it too — but 
well, to say I was jealous 
was an understatement. I 
don’t know whether it was 
the effects of the hot weather 
or my hormones running riot 
or what, but before I knew 
what I was doing, I’d flown 
at her and we were scrapping 
on the carpet. : 

I was calling her all kinds. 
of bitchy names and we had 
our nails out and hair flail- 
ing. Well, as you can imag- 
ine, it wasn’t long before my 
knickers were hanging by a 
thread and Sam’s were 
somewhere around her 
ankles along with her bra. 
We were really going at it 
hammer and tongs and it was 
only when we paused for 
breath that I looked up at 
Paul — to find he was stand- 
ing there having what was 
obviously a delicious wank 
at the sight of us! 

His right hand was moving 
up and down his shaft, the 
purple head of it protruding 
so far that I was surprised it 
didn’t pop out or explode. 
And those balls: they looked 
so tight and full of come... 

We both found out how 
much a few seconds later, as 
Paul unleashed a torrent of 
spunk over the two of us, 
really milking his prick for 
everything it had. The spools 
of come landed everywhere: 
on my boobs, stomach, 
thighs, and Sam didn’t 
escape the fountain either. If 
anything, she was covered 
with more than I was. As 
Paul sank back onto the sofa 
to recover, his cock limp but 
still looking impressive, she 
started licking off what had 
landed on her chin. 

“T’ll do that,” I said — and 
before she could stop me, I’d 
leaned over and was licking 
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Paul’s come from her face. 

I couldn’t stop there, of 
course. That was just the 
starting point — my tongue 
was soon grazing over Sam’s 
luscious body, scooping up 
the sticky white globs and 
swallowing them down. 
They tasted deliciously salty. 
Occasionally I worked my 
mouth back to hers and we 
indulged in some heavy 
French kissing, but I was just 
itching to have my nose 
buried in her pussy! 


Paul wanted that too. He 
started urging me to lick 
Sam out, which I did with 
relish, her wet pussy lips 
opening up under my 
tongue. I lashed her clit, 
making her juice up even 
more under Paul’s avid gaze, 
and Sam was soon thrashing 
about and gripping my head, 
making sure I didn’t move 
from that spot until she’d 
reached orgasm. She did that 
in spectacular style, yelling 
out so loudly that she was 
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British Hardcore Sex Videos That Prove: We DO IT Better! 


British Teenagers - £19.95 


This video features only girls aged 16 and over. Girls 
aged under 18 appear with written parental consent. 
If you enjoy young beauties, I can certainly recom- 
mend you to this - 

highly desirable 
video. You'll only F 
see teenage girls. |g 
There is really 
something about 
teenage girls, 
isn’t there? Their 
skin. is -< $0 
fresh,their eyes 
so clear and their 
bosoms, _ well, 
their bosoms 
come in all 
shapes and sizes. 
Some of these 


pert tits, a few [ae 
are still under- (i 
developed, others S 
have healthy looking firm boobs and some have 
huge, full bosoms. 
This video is chock-a-block full of British teenagers, 
from all four nations. We have blondes, brunettes 
and a red-head. Some pose alone, stripping and 
playing with themselves. Others pose shyly with 
men. Others dress in school uniform and show 
themselves to you, then they strip, then their lovers 
take them and we watch these exquisite British 
teenagers being shagged. It’s high charged erotic 
viewing. 
If you love young girls in their first flush of love and 
lust, this is essential viewing. The girls are all won- 
derful and the good news is we have three more vol- 
umes of this series to be released in the next twelve 
months or so. 
British Teenagers are the sexiest bunch of teenagers 
around. Some are shy, others are almost (they admit) 
addicted to sex. What they are prepared to do is 
astonishing. To look at them you'd think that butter 
wouldn’t melt in their mouths, but it is close. 
This video has something for everybody who is a fan 
of British teenage girls. Strip scenes and sex.scenes, 
innocent look- 
ing girls, teeny 
girls who look 
so downright 
sexy and dirty 
that you won’t 
believe it. 
This video is 
highly recom- 
mended _ to 
a '@ "eT everyone. 
‘The teenage girls who appear on it are not models. 
They are normal teenage girls, the type you see on 
the train, on the check-out till (one works on the till 
at a nationwide supermarket chain - check her out - 
she works at the branch in Lincoln). They’re office 
juniors, they're sales assistants in clothes shops, 
they're the youth of Britain. They’re sexy and you'll 
go wild for them. Yes, they are so vibrant, so sexy, sO 
pure, they are almost worth dying for. 


British Couples - £19.95 


Since it was first released in the autumn of 1992, this 
has been our number one best selling video. 

Why? The rea- ae: 
son is simple. (= 

It is chock-a- 
block full of 
different 
British cou- 
ples enjoying 
their nookie § 
quota. 
Few things | 
are free in this ¥ 
debt-ridden “ ; 
Great Britain of the 1990s. One thing is still good 
though - f**king ! 

Sex is free. Sex is good. Sex is natural and good sex is 
a delight to watch- as I’m 100% sure you'll agree. 
This sampler video features loads of British couples 
getting their kicks for Free, by screwing for your 
viewing entertainment. What type of girls or women 
do you fancy? It doesn’t really matter, because on 
this video there’s something for everyone. 

This video has older women, it has sexy teenage girls, 
it has women in their teens, twenties, thirties, forties, 


has kinky sex. It 
has group scenes, 
lesbo scenes, 
school uniforms, 
f nurses uniforms, 
| directoire knickers, 
knee socks, stock- 
ings, super sexy 
lingerie, vibrators, 
| dildoes, tennis 
| rackets, rude food 
_ | and fetish acts - a 
little bit of every- 
ai thing and a lot of 
j hornyness. White 
"@ girls, black, girls, 
even an indian girl 
and a chinese lady. 
j : This is quite often the 
first video that people buy from us. Then they com- 
plain! They say ‘there wasn’t enough of Sarah and 
Robert’ or ‘Tut, haven’t you got any more of Betty, 
Brian and Doug?’ Well... yes of course we have - 
we've more of everything. 
So, if your idea of good viewing is a roller-coaster ride 
through many of our British couples then you need 
this desire.Don’t just dream about watching a load of 
British sex addicts doing it. Watch them in confiden- 
tial close-up action. Draw the curtains, put the video 
tape into the machine, press the play button and 
then ... Who says Fantasyland doesn’t truly exist. 
These are genuine ‘normal’ British couples, the types 
you see at the local shopping mall or in the queue at 
the cinema or playing with their kids in the park on 
a Sunday morning. Only in this video, you see them 
as nature intended: enjoying each other. It is the 
most eye opening hour of sex you might ever see. It 
has it all and it’s 100% British and 100% full of ama- 
teur sex participants (teenagers to grannies). 


x 


fifties and sixties. It ° 
has straight sex, it 


The following Adult shops have agreed to stock these videos.They will only be sent to you 


on production of this advertisement. You are welcome Mon. - Sat. 9.30 - 6.30 (Fri. until 8pm) 


Barnsley 3 Doncaster Road Bath 28 Victoria Bldgs. Lwr. Bristol Road | 
Bexley 14 Bourne Road (Bexley Village) Brighton 1] Surrey Street 
Bristol 76 West Street, Old Market Bury 94 Rochdale Road 
Carlisle 6 London Road Chatham 18 High Street 
Chesterfield 528 Sheffield Road Colchester 74 Butt Road 
Darlington 91 Victoria Road + Derby 61 Osmaston Road 
Gloucester 17-24 Trade Offices, Cattle Mkt. Grimsby 189 Grimsby Road 
Hemel Hempstead 193 London Road Kettering 25 Market Street 
Kings Lynn 41 Norfolk St. Kingston 203 Kingston Road, New Malden 
Liverpool 63 Moorfields Manchester 54 Oldham Street 
Margate 55 Northdown Road Newcastle 56 Westmorland Road 
Newport 16 Cardiff Road Oldham 95 Huddersfield Road 
Plymouth 31 Athenaeum Place, Derrys X__ Reading 108 Southampton St. 
Rotherham 3/5 Rawmarsh Hill, Parkgate Wandsworth 19 West Hill, SW18 
West Bromwich 19 Bull Street, Ringway Wrexham 6 Yorke Street 


B.o.B.V. Sales, 14 Bourne Road, Bexley, Kent DAS 1LU 


Shot entirely by Camcorder-wielding British Amateurs 
-for You to See Absolutely Everything! 


Older Women Volume 1- £19.95 


This is the first of our Older Women video series. If 
you get this one and enjoy it (which you will, I 
promise) then your luck is in. There are three more 
volumes available for you to feast your eyes upon. 
Volume 1 is considered a collector’s item by many of 
our clients. It is sim- _<q77maem . 
ply amazing. It is fi 
stunningly erotic. 
If you like older 
women, that is. 
This video features 
only women aged 
48 years and over. 
There are ladies in 
their forties, ladies 
in their fifties and 
even ladies in their 
sixties. They come 
in all shapes and | 
sizes, some are fat, |p 
some are thin. 
Some have enor- 
mous ripe bosoms, 
others are skinny 
and as flat as a 
witch’s tit. 
From all around 
Britain (literally, Erica _ a 
aged 55 sent her tape in from the Orkney Isles), we 
bring you the horniest grannies in Britain. All strip 
for you, all display their old fashioned underwear 
(some men find directoires very sexy, you know). 
There are support corsets, girdles and cross-your- 
heart bras and old fashioned stockings. 
This video shows older woman after older woman. 
Each one does her 
‘tur’, to tum you on. 
It’s an older woman 
i sex-fans paradise, a 
Nirvana filled with 
mature sexy women all 
of whom want one 
thing and one thing 
only - to tum you on. 
They each have differ- 
ent methods to achieve 
this. Some _ stare 
provocatively straight 
at the camera, knowing 
their sexuality. Others 
are demure, shyly look- 
Fl ing away. Others just 
want to mother you, 
still others merely want 


to tum you on. They want to know that you’re going 
to pull your trousers down because of the effect they 
have on you. 

Enough talk. Now the action. Get this video and 
enjoy. I’ve decided that if you like older women, 
words cannot describe the thrills you’re headed for, 
so I won’t go on any longer. 


i certainly fill her in on , 
1 what lesbianism is all 


Young British Lesbians- £19.95 


We weren’t even sure if teenage lesbians existed, but 
they do. Wow, do they ever!!! One of the girls told me 
that Queen Victoria did not believe in lesbians. She 
couldn’t comprehend what two girls could do to each 
other; that’s why homosexuality is illegal to under 
21s, but not lesbianism. 

Well... after the shock of this video, if Queen Victoria 
was still around, we could 


about. 

The girls on this video 
are all aged 18 or nine- 
teen. They are either 
100% lesbian or they 
swing both ways. They 
are the horniest bunch of 
teenage girls around. I’ve | 
watched this video about 
fifty times in the last few 
weeks (yes, it is that 
good). 

The idea of young girls 
indulging in full sex acts ’ 

with other British young 18 or 19 year olds is a real 
turn on and seeing it in exact detail is a real kick. 
The thing about the girls on this video is how normal 
they are. I’ve always had the idea that lesbians are 
shaven-headed boyish girls who wear Doctor Marten 
boots and act like men. Not these girls - these are 
normal everyday teenage girls, except that they get 
their sexual pleasures by performing with other girls. 
Sex is very important to teenage lesbians. Mary, who 
is 18 shows us just how much pleasure she can give 
her partner (19 year old Joanne) just by using her 
mouth. We watch in fascinated, baited-breath ecsta- 
sy as Joanne is giving a complete going over. Joanne 
practically purrs with contented bliss as her lover 
brings her to the threshold of pure delight again and 
again. Indeed, Joanne, is in a state of practical orgas- 
mic heights for at least twelve minutes. 

There’re many lesbian (or bi-sexual) teenagers are on 
this video, all are 


Bcountry. 
AGrantham, Cardiff, 
#1Fort William etc. 
These girls don’t 
1look like lesbians, 
Tbut they are, as 
ou’ll see in graph- 
~lic detail. Fresh 
‘\faced & fruity. I 
don’t know about 
you but that really 
does tum me on. 
_) Get this video and 
‘ watch it in ultimate 
close-up as these teenage lesbians perform with each 
other. It has to be seen to be believed. 


MAIL ORDER COUPON 
14 Bourne Road, Bexley, Kent DA5 1LU 


B.o.B.V. Sales, Dept. C 1. 


i Please send me the following Videos, discreetly 
packaged and dispatched (tick): 
O British Teenagers - £19.95 
O British Couples - £19.95 
CO Older Women, Volume | - £19.95 
O Young British Lesbians - £19.95 


O Any 2 for just £35.95 
CO All 4 for only £69.95 


I enclose payment for a total of £ 

Please make cheques payable to M.O. Division, 
with your name and address written on the 
reverse of cheque. 


Name 
Address j 
Postcode . ue | 
| understand the nature of these Videos and will keep them 
away from minors. | 
| 
lam over 18 Signed | 


coming that the whole street 
must have heard her. 

That just turned Paul on 
even more (have you ever 
met a guy who didn’t love to 
see a woman come from the 
touch of another woman’s 
tongue?). His cock was soon 
hard again, his big balls fill- 
ing with spunk. But this 
time, I was determined that I 
should get a taste of what 
Sam had already had. But I 
wanted that shaft inside my 
cunt, not in my mouth. I 
wanted to feel him stretching 
my cunt walls to their limit. 

I knelt down on the floor 


and held my pussy lips apart, 
my fingers sliding over their 
slickness. I was trembling, I 
was so turned on and when 
Sam knelt in front of me and 
started to rub her tits against 
my face, I reached up with 
my tongue and lapped at one 
of them. At the same time, I 
felt the relief of Paul’s cock 
nudging at my pussy. 

He teased me with it, cir- 
cling it round the entrance to 
my cunt and rubbing it over 
my velvety lips before shov- 
ing it inside me in one thrust. 
It was so deep, all I could do 


was to thrust my bum back 
onto it over and over. All 
Paul had to do was kneel 
there and feed me that cock, 
as I was doing all the work. 
What a feeling, to be getting 
fucked like that from behind, 
and in front to have Sam’s 
luscious boobs to feast on. 
No wonder I felt that climax 
throughout my whole body, 
tingling all over as another 
wave of it built up. 

I surprised myself by com- 
ing again almost right away 
— which doesn’t normally 
happen to me. All the time I 
could feel Sam’s boobs nuz- 


zling against me. I snaked 
my tongue and licked at her, 
hearing her moan with plea- 
sure as she offered them to 
me and watched Paul fuck 
me at the same time. God, 
that cock felt good. 

This time Paul didn’t have 
to spunk over my body, 
because my cunt walls 
gripped his length hard until 
I felt him shudder and shoot 
his load inside me. I thought 
the boiling spray would 
never stop coming, Paul’s 
hands holding my hips firm- 
ly as his threw his head back 


and relished his orgasm. He 
didn’t stop thrusting till he’d 
made me come yet again, 
and this time I could hardly 
breathe, it was so powerful. 
I knew Sam wasn’t going 
to let things lie, though — she 


felt hil 


wanted to feel that cock 
inside her too. She almost 
pushed me out of the way as 
she got down onto her knees 
on the carpet and did exactly 
as I’d done — held her cunt 
lips wide, pointed her bum 
in the air and told him to 
“Fuck my pussy”! 

I had a bird’s eye view as 
Paul wanked his sticky shaft 


until it was hard enough 
again to slide into my flat- 
mate’s oozing cunt. With 
every upward thrust, her 
juices squeezed out of it, and 
underneath I could see her 
fingers quickly working at 


her clitty as she raced to 
come. I replaced her fingers 
with mine, which sent her 
over the edge in seconds, 
combined with Paul’s 
strong, rhythmic thrusts. 
And when he was about to 
shoot another load, he pulled 
his shaft out of Sam’s cunt 
until just the very tip was 
inside her and I watched as 


he held the wet, pink lips 
apart and his spools of white 
spunk drove up into her. 

It was so hot that the smell 
of come juice hung in the 
room for days after we 
waved Paul off — he had to 
get back to his round or he’d 
have lost a lot of money! But 
that hasn’t stopped him from 
calling round a few times 
since then — and he always 
makes a dramatic entrance 
by climbing his ladder and 
knocking on the windows! 

And while Sam and I are 
both getting as much sex 
from him as we are now, 
there are no complaints! It’s 
just a good job we’re three 
floors up, so no one can see 
in! — Debbie, Rochdale & 


70 
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Insatiable student 
Verity from Bath is 
back, her sex-drive 
Stronger than ever. “I 
promised that this 
term I'd do more 
work, but I’ve only 
been back a week 
and I’m feeling horny 
already!” sighs the 
20-year-old. 

“| don't want a 
boyfriend — just sex,” 
Says Verity excitedly. 
“Some guys can’t 
cope with that. They 
want love and loyalty. 
All | want is sex on 
stream from as many 


different men 
as possible! 
It may not be 
politically 
correct, but 
my libido 
doesn't care 
about being 
right on. 
just know 
that | need a 
lot of cock. 
Come on, 
guys, there’s 
a girl burst- 
ing here!” & 
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Back again after her last appearance in 
Club (Vol 23 No 7) is Michelle, the multi-lin- 
gual languages student who just can’t say 
no in three different languages! 

“Cheeky!” giggles the 19-year-old from 
Cambridge. “Actually since | made my 
debut in Club, I’ve found that there’s no 


Photographs by Lee Turner 


need for 
words — 
actions defi- 
nitely speak 
louder! 

“Now when- 
ever | see a 
fella | fancy, I'll 
just whip out a 
copy of the 
magazine, 
Show him the 


photographs 
and then wink. 
That says It all 
really!” 

We bet it 
does, 
Michelle! #& 
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I'LL TALK DIRTY 010 852 172 62570 


WHILE YOU WANK 
INSERT LDO 
10 852 172 62571 UP lar aaameeees 


YOUR COCK 010 852 172 62572 


BETWEEN MY LIPS 


iT UP ME 
010 592 249 
794 | 


HEARME iis" / LESBIANS 


MASTURBATE \| DILDO ORGY - _  \ eee 


\ \ ~_ — 


ALAN 8" SUCKS [@:\41'')'i WAITRESS GIVES | 
DAVE 6" 010 592, TIT WANK 


172 —— | _ 249 767 010 592 249 764 | SPUNK ALL 
a — — | 2569 | OVER MY FACE 


YOUWANK § = Ere | }010 852 172 62575 
| 010 592 249 765 | ore ie OLD 
= | z ewrans. TS KINKY BABY SITTER 
WANT SPUNK i : ‘ SORDID SEX WILL WANK YOU 
O10 392 249 72° Gl O10 592 249 766 010 852 172 62577 Va kira, 


SORDIK PO Box 475 SW4 6QB 010 calls cost 84p PER MIN. CHEAP RATE & £1.04 AT ALL OTHER TIMES SORDIK PO Box 475 SW4 6QB 010 calls cost 849 PER MIN. CHEAP RATE & £1.04 AT ALL OTHER TIMES 


WE AIM TO 
PLEASE 


SUPERIA svréR saveR SEX AIDS 


ESTABLISHED 
1970 


FREE 


number. 
Lots of other exciting 
FREE GIFT offers 


when buying 
from our SEX 
catalogue DOLLS 


Quality 
blow up plastic 
dolls with hair — 
always willing — 
always available. 
Sensuously inviting 
mouth plus vaginal 
and rear orifices 

221 Standard £25.50 
222 De luxe version 
with vibro unit £27.50 
Add code ‘B’ for Black. 
Details of female sex | 
dolls made of strong 
latex-vinyl and also 
pure latex are available 
with our catalogue. 
Bonus ‘LOVE-PAC’ 
of lubricant and 
sheath included 

/} with all dolls. 
“—~ MALE DOLL 225 

A blow-up plastic doll with erect 71/2" 
penis, plus mouth and rear openings 
Add code ‘B’ for black £28.00 


X — the scent 
that sexually 
attracts 

- women with- 
out them even 


of it. Less 
than 10% of 


SUPER-HERMIT 175 
A new ‘real feel’ 
version of the Hermit 
that gyrates with all the 
sexuality of a belly 
dancer. At the same 
time you can add 
another dimension of 
excitement with its 
multi-speed vibrations 
which are controlled 
separately. This 
double action vibrator 
with its ‘real feel’ flesh- 
like profiled surface 
adds an exciting new 
dimension to sexual 
enjoyment. Separate 
battery control box. 
£12.00 


DUO-BALLS 730 ; 
Also known as ‘Ben-Wa / “s, 
Balls’ — an ancient Japanese 
delight. When inserted into 
the vagina almost any body 
movement will produce 
unique erotic sensations. / 
They also help women “ 
maintain sexual arousal fof..." 


A hy 


long periods and develop 
vaginal muscle control. : 
Movement within the balls»... 


comes from solid stainless : 
steel balls. Standard 

duo-balls 
730 £4.95 


we 


10" MULTI-SPEED VIBRATOR 


With all orders over £25 
from this advertisement 
made within 12 months of its issue. To 
qualify you must fill in the coupon 
below or telephone quoting this 
publication and its issue 


PADDED SHEATH 303 

It has an outer surface of plastic latex 
moulded to the natural shape of the 
penis and an inner lining of soft cush- 
ioned latex providing a firm grip for the 
inserted penis. Adds girth and an extra 
1/2" to the penis. Complete with body 
belt. £8.75 


SUPPORT SHEATH 310 

As 303 but with a special strengthen- 
ing splint built into the body of the shaft 
providing extra support. Ideal for the 
man with erection difficulties. £9.75 


EXTENSION SHEATH 
A washable and reusable sheath with 
asolidtip that adds 1'/," effective length 
to the male organ. 

317 F Flesh or 317 B Black 


HAND PROSTHETIC 

For use by the female partner when 
circumstances make normal inter- 
course impossible. 


£4.00 


345 Standard model £8.75 
345L Large standard model £10.50 
346 De luxe model with 

ejaculating action £14.00 


347 Vibrating model with built- 
in clitoral stimulator £14.50 
348 Pump-up model 


allowing variable size 
adjustment 


MENFIT 772 
Erection 
Strengthener 


Na 


Possibly the best device yet produced 
for maintaining a firm erection. Pres- 
sure and size of ring can be adjusted to 
Suit individual requirement. £4.00 


CLITORAL 
STIMULATORS 737-743 
Seven special clitoral/vaginal stimula- 
tors specially designed to increase 
female arousal during intercourse by 
the gentle brushing of the clitoris and 
vaginal lips, while helping to prolong 
the male’s erection. £1.95 each 
(751) Selection of 3 £5.00 
(753) All 7 £9.50 
wan 
PO Box 424, HOVE, oP mae 
East Sussex, BN3 1EU es 


Should the coupon already be used please send 
a PO/Cheque for the items you require listing the 
product code number(s) and your name and 
address. Add 20% for Foreign postage. Sign 
and state that you are over 18. 
ACCESS/VISA PHONELINE 0273 778816 
Registered in England 1675538 

9 Brunswick Street West, Hove. 

Use P.O. Box No. only — No callers. 


SUPERIA SUPPLIES 


358 BULLY BOY 
A vibrating hand prosthetic similar to 
the ‘Pleaser 184’ but with a larger length 
and girth £13.25 


359 GIANT BULLY BOY 

The largest dildo for females who de- 
mand something even bigger to sat- 
isfy. Built in vibrator. £14.75 


PROSTHETIC WITH 

SCROTUM AND HARNESS 
Designed for use between two females, 
itclosely resembles the complete male 
genitals in form, texture and elasticity. 
It is supplied with an adjustable har- 
ness. The almost natural intercourse 
allowed by the appliance is of great 
value both physically and psychologi- 
Cally. 


338 Standard model £18.50 
339 Ejaculating action £20.00 
340 Vibrating model £21.00 


DOUBLE DILDO 

As 338, but complete with double pros- 
thetic and scrotum to provide maxi- 
mum fulfilment for two females. 
£25.00 
£27.50 


343 Standard model 

344 Vibrating model 
DOUBLE DONG 

Highly flexible for every need. 
365 Standard model 

366 Vibrating model 


£16.00 
£18.00 


104 108 117 106 


TORMENTORS 

De luxe Mini Mystique 104 

6 inches long with ‘gold’ head. Multi- 
speed switch. £6.00 
Firefly 108 

The head lights up and gently warms. 
Multi-speed switch £9.50 
King Slim Stim 117 

9 inch multi-speed, with very powerful 
vibrations. £5.75 
Torpedo 106 

Almost 10" long. Double rippled, flexible 
and multi-speed. £9.75 


LEWDO The board game 
that's guaranteed to 
release one’s inhibitions. 
Sure to lead to a really 
swinging party. Strictly for 
the most liberal-minded._ — 
For two or more players. ~ 


Standard Lewdo 506 

in postal tube £9.00 
Deluxe Lewdo 505 
Boxed with folding board 


£16.00 


THRUSTING 

DEEP STROKER 149 
Vibrates and moves 

up and down. The 
THRUSTER is truly 

a dual-action delight 
for every woman. 
Switch on the 
battery-powered 
control unit and its 
softly cushioned rubber 
head vibrates purringly. 
Now push the switch 

to the second position 
and the THRUSTER 

m also begins a straight 
up-and-down 
movement, extending 
and eontracting with 

a smooth power. An 
exquisitely sensual 
Experience. £9.95 


Sexually informative and 
explicit 

Dr Andrew 
Stanway’s 

THE LOVERS 
GUIDES 


VHS Videos 
Take £1.00 off 
each video if 
uying two or more 


ers Guide 160 mins £14.95 
503/2 Lovers Guide 260 mins £14.95 
503/3 Lovers Guide 3 90 mins £16.95 


a && € 
HEART THROB 782 
A unique strap-on mini clitoral excitor 
only 1'/2" across but with powerful 
vibrations at full throttle or gentle teasing 
at low speed. Separate battery box 
with multi-speed control. £6.50 


941 Latex Gauntlets (illust.) 
Sizes: Small/Medium/Large £8.00 
951 Rope Bra (illust.) Leather bra and 
wristraps, rope harness £28.50 
960 ‘Hoop’ Body Harness (illust.) 
Metal breast hoops harnessed by a 
network of leather body straps. £26.50 
975 Skirt (illust.) 
Leather with heavy duty popper 
fastening and zip opening. Lengths: 
12/15/18". Waist: 24/26/28/30" £45.00 
864 Maid’s Set 100% Nylon. Medium 
only Black skirt, White bib and briefs. 
£17.50 
862 Maids ‘Foreplay’ Duster ¢5.00 
865 Nurses Uniform Body 60% 
Polyester/40% Nylon. Sizes: Small/ 
Medium /Large. £16.50 
866 College Girl Uniform 100% Nylon. 
Sizes: Small/Medium/Large £26.00 
LOTS MORE SEXY GARMENTS IN 
OUR CATALOGUE 


NON-DOCTOR 191 

De luxe version 

with 4 heads and 3 sleeves 
Universally the most popular vibrator 
with MULTISPEED control enabling 
both the speed and intensity of the 
vibrations to be adjusted to suit the 
mood. The complete kit, including 
batteries is only £9.25 


254 
Strokes up and 
down the penis 
stimulating oral 
delights under 
your control. You 
can use it in any 
position. This 
8 incredible new 
| male device 
"comes complete 
with instructions. 
: £9.95 


ORO-SIMULATOR 
; 


PENIS DEVELOPER 


Asserted by leading sexologist Dr. 
Robert Chartham to be the only tested 
mechanical appliance that proved 
successful for enlargement to the male 
organ. Do not be deterred by our very 


low price — this developer is the latest 
model, with variable-size cuff to ensure 
a perfect fit and comes complete with 
full instructions and lubricant. FREE 
copy of Everything You Always Wanted 
to Know About Penis Enlargement 


included. 

Standard Model 212 
Deluxe Model 210 with 
large pump 


£13.25 
£14.50 


PENIS STRETCH 233 

Amazingly effective, particularly when 
used with the Penis Developer. No 
matter what size your penis is PENIS 
STRETCH can make .it measurably 
longer. £4.00 


ea is 


| Pe a Post Code ... 


|CREDIT CARD PHONELINE: 0273 778816. - 24 HOUR 


NAME Mr/Mrs/Miss/Ms 
ADDRESS 
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| | enclose P.O./cheque for £ 
or please debit my ACCESS/VISA/CONNECT/EUROCARD account: 


Signature ......... 


.. or use GIRO transcash 3164853 


Expir 


FAX: 0273 746867 


:. B® crm wan you 
0378 555150 PINCH ‘i We 0374 555 162 
TAKEN FROM BEHIND 


0374555 15 Py Ble 0379555 163 
FINGER MY PUSSY © gy “Gs MY VIBRATORS UP ME 


SARA A 


0378555 152 BE ee © 0374 555 164 


LESBIAN USES DILDO 
0374 555 154 es 9 JULIE LICKED OUT MY FANNY 


0374 555 166 


| 19 YEAR OLD WILL WANK YOU 
0374 555 168 


IN MY MOUTH & UP MY CRACK 


010 239 120 65 51 


“CALLS CHARGED £1.3 
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" ORAL SEX 
SPURT IN MY FACE | 


YOU WANK YOUR COCK (i | me O22 555 
010 592 249 790 & ££ =. Soo Ee 
010 852 172 62566 


JAFTER 2.00am STIFF COCK SPECIAL. | 


DISCOUNT 
SUPERSEX 


Offering top quality products and serving many 
thousands of satisfied customers for almost 20 years! 


When you order from this advert 
Lovecare will give you a special 
FREE £40 BONUS OFFER PACK 
with your order! 


FREE!! BUMPER COLOUR CATALOGUE 
WITH ALL ORDERS!! 


a PERSONAL SHOPPERS WELCOME! 
Eve's Dungeon Kit (Illustrated above) 


oe Ff ner ‘ We are the UK's largest seller of sex toys and we invite 
Bound to please with Eve's bondage suit. Hi : eS you to visit our Sex Superstore and choose from 
Complete set. Code: 2049A £59.95 \ ; an extensive range of sex merchandise from all 
on parts of the world. Our policy of offering quality 
\ and value ensures your 

complete satisfaction. Check 
out our low prices and order 
with total confidence. 


DELUXE VIBRO DOLL 


Thrilling, throbbing pussy! Lucy loves 
to suck with her hungry mouth gripping 
you. Her other two openings are lubri- 
cated and aching for you to perform! 

SPECIAL OFFER!!! SAVE 45%!! 

Vibrating Lucy: Code 0611A. Nor- 
mally £49.95 - our price just £26.95!! 
Brazen Bridget: Code 0602A. £49.95 
Naughty Nadia: Code 0608A. £89.00 | 


PENIS RING - Sensation vibes 
from this ring can give orgasmic 
thrills to both partners. 

Code: 0119A Price £6.95 
VIBRO EGG - Experience hours 
of explosive private pleasure with 
this vibrating vaginal stimulator. 
Code: 0114A Price £4.75 
ORIENTAL DUOBALLS - Feel 
arousing intimate erotic experi- 
ences from these Japanese vagi- 
nal balls. 

STANDARD DUOBALLS (Illus- 
trated) Code: 0206A Price £4.85 
SOFT LATEX DUOBALLS 

| Code: 0209A Price £6.25 
NEW VIBRATING DUOBALLS 
Code: 0212A Price £9.75 


A - BULLY BOY - Lifelike vibro F - BIG BROTHER - Shows how 

dong with pleasing profiles. Code deep anorgasmcanbe! 10".Code 

0517A £13.95 0107A £6.75 

B - PLEASURE ROD - Thick, soft G - STIMULANT - Classic deluxe 

& pliable for deep, fulfilling satis- 7" vibro shaft, - made to please. 

faction. Code 0140A £9.99 Code 0102A £5.99 

C-GOLD RAM - Powerful deluxe _H - MILKY WAY - Penis sculpted 

1Ol & RAW porte je 7" variable speed vibro. Code version of classic vibro for real 

sex action mags. _ oo | |0106A £8.25 pleasure. Code 0141A £10.95 
Clo e-ups, lesbian orgies, | - =| | D- FLEXY - Profiled flexible vibro | - LADYFINGER - Discreet 4" 
she ed fannies, nympho fan- with a more natural feel. Code pocket size mini vibro. Code 


: ‘ 4 |0104A £7.75 0116A £4.50 
ent 1From Just yy 
$3.32 Eachilty 


tasi E - MIDNIGHT RIDER - Aglisten- J - BLACK RAMBO - 8" of throb- 
Cities foriust £19.95! Cod 10124 


The ultimate Penis Power Devel-| 
opment System with a 92% suc- | _ 

cess rate in a medical survey. 
The "HANDYMAN" system is 
designed for both maintaining an 
erection and for penis enlarge- 
ment. Complete with massage 
oil and illustrated "ENLARGING | 
YOUR PENIS" guide. 
Code: 0442A £29.95 


i cr) A 


ITEMS IN THIS SECTION HAVE MULTISPEED VIBRO ACTION & 
SHOULD NOT BE CONFUSED WITH INFERIOR PRODUCTS. 


| ing 10" length of realistic vibro bing vibro power. Code 0535A 
SURE Se a ane ar 


power. Code 0525A £19.95 | £13.95 
CUM-WITH-ME GIALS IN ACTION! 


SHOP ASSISTAN 


New top quality range of video tapes, most with ] : 
|| genuine live soundtrack, featuring uninhibited girls » f | Soft rubber clitoral stimulators, - 
F/ who just love to come and invite you to join in on the | Mmm | she's sure to have her favourite! 
Faction as they tell of their private sexual fantasies. , | \Pack of 4. Code: 0211A £5.80 


MY BLUE FANTASY - Young 1 


SECRETARIES DOING IT! 


TS, HOUSEWIVES & 


SSaceae eee 


SR 


BEST PRICE EVER! 


DELAY SPRAY - Top quality to 
give extra performance plus 
apie pleasure. Code 0701A 


MALE PHEROMONE SPRAY - 
Arouse that sexual chemistry! 
Tried and tested subliminal fe- 
male attractant to drive the girls 
wild. Code 0721A £7.99 

ERECTION CREAM - Stallion 
strong to help you perform and 
ive full satisfaction! Code 
704A £4.75 


8 year old 
Jenny likes it in different positions and 
| tells of her private fantasies. Code V60A | 
7, CREAM MY PUSSY - Young busty two- 
some girl action with cucumber. Code 
V61A 

| TAKE ME FROM BEHIND - Curvy 38-24- 
38" Sue likes to talk dirty while she does 
fit! Code V62A 
® PUSH IT IN DEEP - Blonde 19 year old 
Veronica gets it all oiled and wet and 
ready to satisfy. Code V63A 

RUB MY PUSSY - Hear 21 year old Claire, 
36-25-37 as she rubs it up to orgasm. 
Code V64A 

I'LL GET YOU STIFF - See and listen to 
this 39" busty girl in her 1-TO-1 private 
video for full satisfaction. Code V65A 


1She'll fall in love with this or 
j}gasm-arousing heart throb 
overed with soft vibro profiles 
to give full clitoral and vagina 
Stimulation,- the sheer ecstacy 
of this throbber is irresistable 
Code: 0143A £13.95 


You control the pulsing vibra- 
tions from the real-feel Honey 
Pot. Itwill grasp, coax andtease 
until you explode with pleas- 
ure! Code: 0443A £18.95 


The above tapes are just £15 each; get any @ 
2 for £27; 4 for £52, or all 6 tapes £75. 


lam over 18 years of age. Please rush me the items below 

in plain sealed container.| enclosed a cheque/P.O.(payable : 
tol-C.Products)/cash totaling £[ ==  ——sijor 
please debit my Access/Visa card number: Expiry Date: 


PENGGERERERESRRE BeBe 


Fancy the REAL THING? Mr 
Real feels and looks like the real 
thing in every way! Take hold of 
it's length and see what you think! 
Mr Real 6" Length-Code0519A 
£29.95. Mr Real 8" Length - 
Code 0520A £35.00. 


PLEASE PRINT I 
CLEARLY | | 


See and hear the action! 
Featuring 60 minutes of 
girls joining in, enjoying 
and perfecting the art of 
self loving using vibra- 
_|tors and sex toys. The 
|girls in this unique uncut 
| tape experience genuine 
orgasms, - all with a live 
original soundtrack! 
Code V99A £19.95 


Signature: 
NAME Mr/Mrs/Miss 


OVERSEAS CUSTOMERS ADD 20% P&P Postcode: 


Post to: LOVECARE (Dept. 110  ) 328 Oxford Road, Reading, Berks, RG3 1AF™ * ve 
BUY WITH CONFIDENCE! PERSONAL SHOP ER WELCOME AT OUR SEX SUPERSTORE - 328 OXFORD RO. 
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BETWEEN 
MY 


LYE ACTION 
FOR CHUBBY 
CHAGERS) 


93 Cowscross Street ee eee ee 


Box29 London ECim6BH 0/1 & 0374 calls are billed per minute toy =| Eagy (nternational calls £1.04 per minute, 


billed to your phone. 


ee Se eRe ER eae i - | 
4 — cLuss 


THE GEORGIAN M/CRS hottest 
sauna. Outstanding facilities on 3 
floors. Phone for details 061.678 
7916. 


‘AM cRNA ans LAEOLLIN 
B) — DATING SERVICES 


SEXUAL satisfaction for men aged 
18-60, by girls who do it for free! 
Call the UK’s No. 1 Adult Intro 
Club on 0223 846 333 10am-11pm. 

PENPAL MAG for adults: over 200 
photos. Approval copy from: 
Matchmaker, (R.99), Chorley, 
PR7 4BS or ring 0257 480155 
(24 hours). 

TANTALIFING Thai _ Escorts, 
also vast selection of European 
and South American girls. Lon- 
don area. 081-248 6330. 24 hours. 


AR cts © 


SINGLES & COUPLES 
NO FEES — NO STRINGS 
Do you want to meet sexy girls and fun 
loving couples? We can put you in touch 
with dozens of people from all areas. 


Just ring for details: 
061-773 0007 24hrs 


THE UR'S 1'ST DATELINE 
THAT ALLOWS YOU TO SEND 
AND RECEIVE MESSAGES 
TO & FROM von MEN 


WE'RE TALKING 


DATING! 


0891 244 607 
CAYMEN ©0891 299 922 
GAY WOMEN O89 1 299 969 


alls gost min. & 
Othre tes, CIT Hon 738 Lond WC IN ANN 
SR es eR, 
6 — Escorts 


BEST escorts, naughty ladies, 
sophisticated secretaries, bored 
housewives, glamorous models, 
unique and interesting. 071-724 
0007, 24 hours. 

FIRST MAYFAIR exclusive service. 
All nationalities. Please call 071- 
224 6429 24 hours. 

STUNNING escorts, all nationali- 
ties, all ages. Please call 071-706 
7924 24 hrs. 

ALL MIDLANDS areas visited by 
our lovely ladies. 0831 541 271. 
HEATHROW/nationwide __ escort. 
Charming escort, elegant, 
prompt, 24 hours, 7 days. 081 570 

7363. 0836 783 230. 

UNIQUE Yorkshire and UK profes- 
sional service for the Gentleman. 
0831 854 021. 

LONDON & Heathrow. Executive 
Escort. Credit cards accepted. 
Call Maya anytime: 081 749 3062. 

ATTRACTIVE Oriental, Asian, 
Caribbean girls. London/Heath- 
row. 24 hrs. 071 603 8184. 

EXCLUSIVE Black & beautiful 
sophisticated young mistress (23). 
Truely special, very private. The 
ultimate experience for executives 
only. 071 233 1539. SW1. Ap- 
pointments, visits also. Credit 
cards. : 


Reademy 


“Aeademy 


« 


London’s 
largest 
selection of \ g 


beautiful 

young ladies 

All nationalities 

Discreet & Confidential 
Cheques with card accepted 


071-727 2767 


GENTLEMANS CLUB 


Sweet, sophisticated, sexy escorts 
of the finest selection, just 
waiting for your call. 

London — Heathrow — Gatwick 


TEL: 081-752 1260 (24 hours) 


ee 
aOR 


MODELS 
INTERNATIONAL 
Model Type 
Girls Only 
When in 
London Call 
071-499 4999 24 hrs 


Candice & ||| crs 
Girlfriend 


All nationalities, all 
ages, for all occasions. 
A memorable experience. Tel: 071-221 3007 
Tel: 071 372 7852 CREDIT a ee 
0836 618 120 | 


Heathrow/Gatwick 


HIGH CLASS MODELS 


Our girls are voung, educated, fun, 
sophisticated, friendly, warm, sensuous, 
adventurous and extremely vood looking. 
We guarantee vou the very best only 


071-229 2669 


RENDEZ VOUS ESCORTS 


GOLDEN GIRLS FROM SCANDINAVIA 


MAYBE AN ENGLISH ROSE, A TASTE OF SOUTH 
AMERICA OR A DUSKY INDIAN GIRL. 


071 794 03557 


LONDON/HEATHROW 
Our clients are treated with discreet efficiency 


YOUNG & 
BEAUTIFUL 


EXOTIC 
MYSTERIOUS 
SENSATIONAL 
071-486 6205 


- (24 hrs) . 


EXCEPTIONAL GIRLS 


We make sure the girls are exceptionally attractive, 
open-minded, friendly with personality and sense of 
humour. 

American, European, Asian, Oriental, Caribbean 
and other nationalities. 

New girls all the time. We won’t let you down! 


crs Mm)  _071 224 8196 = 


Credit Cards Accepted 


Airport Beauties 
young, slim, friendly 
& very attractive 


TOP MODELS ESCORTS 
An exclusive collection of the most beautiful and 
sexy girls. We specialise in STUDENTS, 
081-749 2513 SECRETARIES, MODELS, ELEGANT LADIES. 

(24 hours) Will give you companionship for all occasions 


Gpeor = J O814-792 05971 


CARDS = : 
ACCEPTED 24 hours at your service 


Credit Cards Welcome » London Heathrow G: ie ick 


AMAZING ESCORTS 
Nauegtity ladies, sophisticated secretaries, 
bored housewives. Glamorous models, 
identical twins, Continental au-pairs, English 
nurses, French maids. 

Unique & Interesting 


071-724 0007 I 
24 Hours 


135: 


ESCORT SERVICE 
When in London oa 


(071) 499 0400 


Credit cards * 24 Hrs 


JACQUELINE’S 


The new London service 
with a difference. The most 
beautiful girls, friendly and 
with personality. The best 

and very reliable. 


071-938 2183 


24 hrs. Credit cards accepted 
London and Heathrow 


THREESOMES 
TRY TWO GIRLS 


It’s fun, it’s sexy, it’s very erotic. 
You will only see the best. 
London & Heathrow. 


071-581 3000 2s nas) 


CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTED 


EXCLUSIVE VIP ESCORT SERVICE 


STUNNING MODELS — 
ALL NATIONALITIES 


‘Our Girls are The Best’ 
LONDON AND HEATHROW 


071 792 4046 airs 


SWEDISH 
GIRLS 


Cool and Sophisticated 
To fulfil vour wildest fantasy 
LONDON/HEATHROW 
Please Call: 


0850 358 712 


24 hrs. Credit Cards Accepted 


AIRPORT 
ESCORTS 


HEATHROW & GATWICK 
PREMIER SERVICE 


Beautiful 
Ladies will 
Charm and 
Entertain you 


TEL: 0831 86 56 56 


CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTED 
24HR DISCREET SERVICE 


DREAMGIRLS 


NEW ESCORT AGENCY 


Beautiful, friendly and 
exciting young ladies. 
Ages 18-45, slim or busty 
English, Continental, 
Oriental, Caribbean or 
South American 
YOUR REQUIREMENTS FULFILLED 


HOME & HOTEL VISITS 
LONDON - HEATHROW - GATWICK 


071-738 0311 


a 9AM-— 2AM CREDIT CARDS ACCEPTED 


DISCRETION 


ViP Escort Service 


* London * 
* Gatwick * 


* Heathrow * 


Tel: 081-771 0535 


24 Hour Service 
HOTEL CALLS ONLY 


SPANKING + FEM DOM. 


Britain's best choice for 


Connoisseur 


Discreet high class books, mags + Much more!! 
- Excellent, confidential service. 
Escort Agency Sample Book or Mag only £10. 


Also FREE LISTS with SAE to: 
I. J. PROMOTIONS 
DEPT P P.O. BOX 414 
WINDSOR, BERKS. 
SL4 5BN. 


CENTRAL LONDON 
ONLY 


0831 134 939 


*Nulli secundus’ 
(second to none) 


Lady escorts, beauty, 
intelligence and a sense of 
fun. All nationalities 


Tel: 071-723 0460 


24 hours 
All major credit cards accepted 
London Heathrow — Gatwick 


PACH 


For the 
cream of 
English beauties 


071 938 2641 


Black Kittens 


Busty Bubbly 
Pretty Black 
Girls. 

Also Blondes, 
Brunettes, Indians 
& Brazilians. 


Tel: (071) 734 6007 


24 HRS 


ADULT VIDEOS OF 
BRITISH MODELS 


We spectalise in videos of well-known 
BRITISH models. See VIDA GARMAN, 
KEERA, SOLANGE, LUCY GRESTY. 
CHARMAINE SINCLAIR, LOUISE 
HODGES, SARAH YOUNG, LYNN 
ARMITAGE, TRACEY GIBB, GILL 
(Escort cover vol. 12.8) and many other 


favourites as you've ALWAYS 
wanted to see them! 


£75 for Ihr. tape/t25 for 2hr. 
For tape & lists send Cash PO (uncrossed) 
(no Cheques} to: 


INC, Suite NR 6 
Nieuwezijds Voorburgwal 86 
1012 SE Amsterdam, Holland 

UK DESPATCH 


SPANKING FOR PLEASURE 


. ert, Preview tape £20 

New illustrated brochure £5 
List of videos & mags £1 (stamps) 
\\ Payable to: SFP TRADING 
“FM SD PO Box 294 Brighton BN1 2/G 


HIGH QUALITY CP VIDEOS 


EN 


‘CREASES ROR 
7 — ADULT VIDEO 


_ ADULT VIDEOS 


GENUINE ADULT VIDEOS 
FROM AMSTERDAM 
POSTED UNDER PLAIN 
COVER IN THE UK 


S.M. CLEO SUITE B19 


ADULT Eurovideo, latest releases, 
preview facilities. 46 Great 
Ancoats Street, Manchester. 

HOT, WET, Horny Girls (18+) on 
video. JG Vision, PO Box 12, 
Great Wyrley, Walsall. 

ADULT VIDEOS, all subjects, free 
catalogue. Send to PO Box 57, 
Corby, Northants NN17:2UT. 


NZ VOORBURGWAL 
VICKY HOWARD 86 1012 SE 
Hi, I am a very attractive young photo- AMSTERDAM 


graphic model, with a fabulous figure. 
I have very explicit erotic strip-tease 
videos/photosets of myself and many 
other sexy stunning girls, or visit me 
at my own private studio and ‘shoot’ 
your own personal video or photos. 


FREE video or photo sets with every 
order, providing you send for a sample 
first. Send £20 for a one-hour ex- 
plicit “Live sound track” sample video 
(12 girls) plus catalogue, or send £10 
for a sample photo set (15 photos) plus 
catalogue, or 6 SOp stamps for cata- 
logue only, to me. 

VICKY HOWARD 

DEPT (CI), 
PO BOX 162, BRAINTREE, 
ESSEX CM7 6UU 


FREE COLOUR ILLUSTRATED 
CATALOGUE 


Enc.2x 1st class stamps 
| enclose £15 Cash/PO/Cheque 
for 90 min. sampletape 
Pay S. M. Cleo 


Name 
Address 


STUNNING 


We know you'll be stunned 
by our exclusive videos of 
sexy girls and beautiful 
women. All homegrown 
beauties seen playing alone 
and with each other. Good 
close-ups with nothing left to 
the imagination! 


Superb quality 90min sample 
tape only £10 sent by return 
under plain cover. Your 
money back if not delighted! 


Merendez Marketing, (Dept. 
PR) Suite 401 Langham 
House, 308 Regent St, 

London W1R 5AL 


oe 


ADULTS ONLY 


SAAS a OSI eae 
16 — PHOTO PROCESSING 


HERE’S A FREE XXX OFFER 
YOU SIMPLY... CAN’T Se 


A fully photgraphed adult video catalogue featuring 
title after title of all action, explicit, imported XXX 
-| videos. For your FREE copy send your name and 
residential address to: 
‘CHOICES DIRECT’ (Cl) 
SUITE 401, 302-308 REGENT STREET 
LONDON W1R 5AL 
Must sign over 18 — Discretion assured 
— The hottest & strongest adult videos around — 
Guaranteed or your money back! 


EXPLICIT/CONFIDENTIAL 
PHOTO PROCESSING 


GIANT 8”x6” PRINTS 


Extra Set of Prints . 
LARGE 7”x5” ra 


LOOKING FORA 
RELIABLE SUPPLIER? 


We offer you a FREE,’FULLY ILLUSTRATED 
COLOUR BROCHURE of GENUINE, 100% 
UNCENSORED ADULT VIDEOS! By far the 
LARGEST SELECTION (300) of HARD SEX 
videos in the UK to choose from. ALL TASTES 


Extra Set of Prints. . £4. 00 
ADD £1.00 P&P PER FILM 
24 HR DISPATCH GUARANTEED 
CHQ/PO TO: DOLPHIN COLOUR-LABS 
PO BOX 511, EDINBURGH EH10 4RR 
Full Price List Available 
QUALITY & DISCRETION ASSURED 
(Fulfilment Address Morningside Road) 


e Damen Coilletten” 


(THE LADIES TOILET) 60 MINUTE VIDEO 


18 Mature Red Hot Housewives ‘Perform’ for you. 
Very Unusual, Don’t Miss it. 


Plus FIFTY FEMALE FANNY’S | 
Unbeatable Blockbuster Video. 50 (YES 50) Heaving Samples of Sexually Active Female 
Flesh. All Amateurs. All Moving NO Stils. 77 (ERECTILE) Minutes £D© 


BUY BOTH TAPES 
TOTAL ZuRS 17 min spneit only 2 3O 


ORDER DIRECT: HOTLINE ACCESS/VISA 0260 226 399 or send to: 
R. WOODS, DEPT PR3, BOX 20, CONGLETON, CHESHIRE CW12 1BR 


Credit Card/P.O./Cash immediate dispatch. Cheques allow 5 days. 
Sign order “Over 18” if true. 


provided for. 


Despatch). 


PRAIRIE NERO ARS 
10 — massaceE 


HEATHROW nationwide massage, 
charming, discreet, 24 hrs. 081 
570 7363/0836 783 230. 

GUILDFORD young curvaceous 
bubbly blonde lady offers scinti- 
lating massage. 0483 65880. 

TRANSEXUAL beautiful, black 
masseuses. Tel: 071-352 6337. 

EX-CENTREFOLD 38D-22-37, 
Alice takes you into wonderland 
massage. 071-370 5817. 

THE NORTH'S most sophisticated 
parlour with the most sophisti- 
cated girls. Close M6 and M62/63 
motorways with facilities and ser- 
vice second to none. Phone 
Natalie or Trish for details on 061- 
777 6745 « 

IMAGINATIVE French masseuse 
will reveal your secret fantasies. 
Colette 071-262 2446. 

MILTON KEYNES area, parallel 
M1. Beautiful country house, 
heated pool and sauna. Massage, 
total relaxation and fun. 0831 
622169, also available Sundays. 

ALL AREAS covered, ladies to visit 
your home or hotel. 0831 680 252. 

MIREILLE, beautiful slim, French 
girls, offers unhurried massage. 
West Kensington 071-610 2752. 


COVENTRY visiting massage, 
10am-10pm. seven days. 0203 
612275. 


KINGSTON. Surrey, leather and 


lace,- simply the best. 081-942 
4316. 

FRANCE DE PARIS Friendly mas- 
sage by a lovely busty brunette. 
Brook Street, W1. 071 629 7569. 

MASSAGE By beautiful blonde 
Hyde Park Area 071-221 5051. 

SENSUAL Massage in discreet 
luxury. Call Janie 071-262 7123. 

BOURNEMOUTH. Beautiful 
shaven raver offers generous gents 
massage. 0202 531 944. 

BEAUTIFUL BLONDES visiting 
massage. London and Heathrow. 
Tel: 071 381 6852. CCs accepted. 


WRITE TO: Miss NANCY WILSON 


DELIVERY GUARANTEED (Fast & discreet UK 
Please note: Genuine collectors 
only — time wasters should NOT apply! 


BEAUTIFUL Young Brunette offers 


ori £20 


CONFIDENTIAL 


PO Box 2551 PHOTO PROCESSING 
DK-2100 Copenhagen JUMBO 6" x 4” PRINTS 
Denmark Pee ere eee eee rere eee eee eee rer) 


24 HOUR TURNROUND 
Fully comprehensive range of 
services ‘phone for details 
QUICKSNAP PHOTOLAB 
UNIT 12, IDLEWELLS CENTRE, 
SUTTON-IN-ASHFIELD NG17 1BL 
TEL: 0623-441514 


SENSUOUS _ two-way _ liaison. 
Totally relaxing, absolute fun. 
Catherine 071 266 4788. Mon-Fri. 

KNIGHTSBRIDGE Fun-filled mas- 
sages, blissful excitement guaran- 
teed. Seven days. 071-581 0090. 

TAMARA beautiful secretary. 
Warm Filipino gives sensual sup- 
reme massage. 071-243 3284. 

DANISH Blonde masseuse, 38DD. 
Sloane Street, London-Paris. 071- 
730 6518. 

LONDON. Karla, voluptuous, very 
feminine blonde. Unhurried, 
luxury flat. 071-370 7060. 

SHE, Surbiton area, 7 days, 11-10. 
Exclusive service. 081 399 2775. 


LONDON Black Model 38-26-38, 
gives seductive sensual massage 
071-723 5581. 

HEATHROW Lindsey can tease, 
please dominate with ease 0831 
484 159. 

FULL TV Wardrobe, Leather and , 
Rubber elegant Red Head 071-706 


7371. 

NORTHAMPTON New unhurried © 
sensual massage and _ sauna. 
Further Details 0604 250 544. | 

NORTHANTS ‘Sensual Relaxing 
Massage by new Young Massauses 
0933 372227. 

BEAUTIFUL High Heeled Blonde, 
equipped playrooms, beginners 
welcome 071-723 4677. 

SUPERB Blonde dares you to try 
her sensational massage 071-792 
2632. 

DOCKLANDS Massage by attrac- 
tive masseuse in private luxury 
South-East house 071-231 7591. 

WEYBRIDGE Surrey Beautiful 
Blonde high class massage exclu- 
sively for executives 0932 222 
497. 


Advertise 


In 
Club 
Ring our 
Credit Card 
line on 
071 734 
919] for 
information 
& bookings 


lasting massage, 
ment 061-256 2986 

SOPHISTICATED massage and 
fantasy service beautiful Anglo- 
Indian 071-724 5574. 

BEAUTIFUL. High heeled blonde, 
sensual-strip unhurried services. 
071- 723 4677. 


discreet apart- 


Do you find it hard to last four weeks between each issue of Club International? 
If so, keep your suffering to a minimum and place your subscription today: that 
way, at least you’ll ensure you don’t miss your favourite magazine when it finally 
comes out. And remember, every hot—off—the—press copy that drops on your mat 
will carry an exclusive fantasy photoset with our regular girl Tina! Fill in the 
coupon below to make sure you don’t miss a single strides—strangling photo! The 
price must rise at the end of the year, so subscribe now and save loads of cash!#& 


To: Paul Raymond Publications Ltd. FREEPOST (LE 5910), PO Box 503, Leicester LE94 0AD 

! (no stamp required if posted in the U.K.) 

1 | wish to subscribe to Club International for one year (13 issues) commencing with Vol......No...... at the 
; price of £33.00 for U.K. (inc p&p) or £39.00 Overseas (inc p&p). Airmail rates on application. 

| PLEASE USE BLOCK LETTERS 


; | enclose a cheque/PO/International Money Order payable to ‘Paul Raymond Publications Ltd’ 
Pier ne GUM OF Bie ke... 

1 Or debit my:Access/Visa/American Express 
SE ESS tay Geet cl eA come een eer te omer Expity Date... 
; Credit Card Holders Only: Telephone HOTLINE: 0858 410510 between 9am and Spm 
i ‘ 
pe ee Oe ee ee See 0041R 
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continued from page 44 — 


right into the hilt as hard as possible. 
“Suck my tits,” I yelled, undoing my 
blouse and releasing my 36-inch 
breasts. It was fast and frantic sex — 
but, best of all, I knew that Ian was 
watching! 

Of course, my suspicions were con- 
firmed when I went into the flat and 
was met by Ian who insisted on me 
telling him every little detail. I’m 
lucky to have a boyfriend who 
encourages me so much to fuck who- 
ever I want — and it works both ways 
too; Ian has his eye on a busty blonde 
called Zara at work. I'll let you know 
how things work out! — Sara, London 


SEXY STUDENT 


My name is 7 
Sarah and I’m a 
student. I dis- 
covered your 
magazine after 
I accidentally 
found a copy 

in my ex- 
boyfriend’s 
briefcase. I’ ve 
done a little bit of 
modelling and I’d 

love the chance to TN 
appear in your Compaq 
magazine. I think Alexi Lalas 
you could best 


Eh, epee 


Lee eas 
Paso ey 


liken me to Chipie 

Angela from the — Mirrors 

last issue of Club | Cold lager 

(Vol 23 No 8); I Skunk 

have shoulder- FIFA Soccer 

length brown hair, Nike Air Swifts 
dark brown eyes, Rimming 

long shapely legs Dazed & Confused 


and full, firm 
breasts. 

It took me a while to get the 
courage to buy my own copy of Club 
but I was glad when I did. Now I love 
lying back on my bed with the maga- 
zine open and imagining the likes of 
Patsy (Vol 23 No 8) burying her 
tongue deep inside me. 

Anyway, when I went down to my 
local newsagents last Thursday morn- 
ing, I got the shock of my life. Instead 
of the old man that normally works 


there, a gorgeous blonde with big 


boobs stood behind the counter. I 
stood looking nervously up at the top 
shelf frantically searching for Club 
when I suddenly realised that she was 
standing right behind me. Her strong 
perfume filled my head and I started 
to feel dizzy with desire. 

I felt her arm brush past me as she 
reached up for something and then 
she turned to face me. “I think this 
magazine is the best,” she purred sex- 


Wombles Summer Special 


ily, holding up an issue of Club. I 
watched as she casually flicked 
through the magazine, stopping at the 
centrefold of Tina. “Now she’s nice,” 
she said. “What do you think?” 

I froze for a second, unsure of how 
to react before the girl walked back 
towards the till. “Do you want this 
then?” she asked. I nodded my head 
shyly, quickly paid her and headed 
out of the shop. Once I got back to 
my flat I headed straight up to my 
bedroom and pulled off my knickers, 
but I had hardly touched my clitty 
before I came forcefully. 

Over the next week, I debated 
whether to go back to the newsagents 
and see the girl again. I mean, I could 
hardly believe what had happened 
and I wanted her like crazy. I desper- 
ately wanted to feel her pressed 
against me. A week later my fantasies 
came true... 

I’d arranged to go out with a few 
friends from college to a club in 
town. I was fairly drunk when I 
arrived and I quickly threw my bag 
and jacket into the cloakroom and 
headed for the dancefloor. There were 
loads of lovely looking girls there, 
most of them dressed in tight t-shirts 
and little short. After about ten min- 
utes I noticed one particular girl danc- 
ing very suggestively. 

She had her back to me and was 
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surrounded by about 
two or three guys and 
was really playing up 
to them; grinding her 
body against theirs and jap 
wiggling her bum. Her} 
blonde hair was tied ' 
up in little pigtails and she had an 
incredible figure; very curvy, yet fit 
and firm. I managed to move closer 
towards her and when she turned 
around I could hardly believe my 
eyes — it was the girl from 
newsagents! 

She fixed me with a large grin and 
threw her arms open wide. We gave 
each other a big hug and danced for a 
while before she grabbed me by the 
hand and lead me to the cloakrooms. 
“Tt’s getting awfully hot in here,” she 
drawled. “How about getting a taxi 
back to your place?” Of course, I 


continued on page 98 


lf Mel looks a little lonely in her sparse bedroom, - 
that’s because she is. “I’m looking for a fella to 
share my bed with,” admits the 19-year-old from 
Leeds. “But I’m a little shy and | need a man 

who'll pamper me completely. 
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“’'m not completely | 
naive though,” she 
purrs. “In fact, my last | 
boyfriend said | was | 
brilliant in bed because | 

‘I take things nice and 
slow — lots of stroking, | 
kissing and nibbling. ? 
Plenty of gentle licking 
all over the body and 
then a long slow 
screw. Mmm, that 
doesn’t sound so bad, | 
does it?!” | 

Certainly not, Mel! & | 
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agreed immediately and before I 
knew it we were in a taxi on the way 
back to my flat. 

I found out that she was also a stu- 
dent and was doing some part-time 
work at the newsagents to supple- 
ment her grant. Her name was Clare, 
but that was about all I could remem- 
ber as I couldn’t concentrate on any- 
thing but her shapely boobs, long 
legs and curvy bum. 

We soon arrived back at my place 


“Let’s go somewhere a little more 


comfortable,” I said, taking the initia- 
tive and leading her by the hand to 
the bedroom. I dropped to my knees 
and began kissing my way up the 
inside of her thighs. She moaned 
softly as I started to unbutton her 
skimpy shorts and pulled them down 
to her ankles. As I ran my fingertips 
gently over the gusset of her knick- 
ers, I could feel she was incredibly 
wet which just increased my desire. 


I pushed her onto the bed, eased her 


legs apart and pulled down her knick- 
ers. I gasped as I saw her pussy for 
the first time; sparsely shaven with 
large pink folds and a protruding cli- 
toris. I couldn’t resist a moment 
longer — I pushed my tongue deep 
into her wet hole and tasted her for 
the first time. 

Clare wrapped her hands around 
my head and toyed with my long hair 
as I ground my face onto her pussy, 
eagerly lapping at her juices. As I 
flicked my tongue against her clitoris 
I could feel her beginning to shake as 
an orgasm neared, until she arched 
her back off the bed and came force- 
fully. She fell back limp for a second 
as she recovered her breath and then 
she got to work on me. 

She told me to lie back on the bed 
and started to undress me slowly, 
kissing my flesh as she went along. 
By the time I was completely naked, 
I was desperately horny 
— and Clare knew it. She 
began teasing my nip- 
ples with her tongue, 
playfully chewing and 
biting until I was beg- 
ging for her to fuck me. 
“T want to feel your 
tongue in my pussy,” I 
drawled. 

Clare quickly moved 
us into a 69 and my wish 
was finally granted. I 
was a bit unsure of what 
to do, but as her wet 
tongue slowly snaked 
into my warm pussy I 
copied her every move, 
until the two of us were 
writhing around on the 


She won't be long — would you like to play with °° 1 orgasmic delight. 
her tits while your waiting? 


and before I could even close the 
front door, she began kissing me I 
pulled her close and our bodies 
pressed together, her nipples harden- 
ing and pushing into mine. I was in 
heaven as Clare planted little kisses 
on my neck and began to loosen my 
shirt. This was too much and I 
couldn’t resist her any longer... 


Clare was a real expert at 
pussy-licking and I tried 
to keep up with her as she frantically 
licked and sucked at my throbbing 
clit. 

The rhythm got faster and even 
more frantic until we almost fell off 
the bed! Then suddenly I felt Clare’s 
body arch and a jet of love-juice 
squirted into my mouth. Within sec- 
onds I came too, my whole body in 
convulsions as an intense orgasm 
ripped through me. 

I lost count of how many orgasms I 
had that night, although it must have . 
reached double figures. Clare and I 
are now something of an item and we 
often spend nights in my flat together 
reading through Club and picking out 
the sexiest girls. We recently read a 
story about a lezzie threesome in 
your magazine which we’re hoping to 
re-enact soon — I'll let you know how 
things turn out! — Sarah, Leicester # 


Ar 


ess Next MONT 


PHONE UP. -. AND YOU WILL R ont “a A 

[REE MONTHLY [FONE GECRETS DIGEST! (DEgea Ee, 

GIRLFRIEND — 
DOGGY STVIE, 
- THEN | 
 SPURTIN . 
 MVFACE! 
THE ALL NEW 

| AT bad 
DIAMONEGaR 
BILLED PER MINUTE TO YOUR VISA OR MASTERCARD! 
: LIVE FONE MATES STANDING BY NOW! 
5 COLLEGE 
NYMPHOS 
| WANT TO SUCK 
| SAND FH YOU! 
a 7 : 
ats 
merle Of nen 
4 = - - jo 4 4s : ? , sei: ; ‘a 
~~ ox 29" London ecim ean 071 & 0374 calls are billed per minute to your Faas) or roto et te re ae 


VOLUME 22 NUMBER ; 


HOT WIVES! 


p> MEET A SCORE OF 
SEX-POTS INSIDE! 


THEBEST GIRLS 


THE 
* THE WORLD! 


